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Eaelt in Julj, 1830 — the revolutions in France and 
Belgium were already smouldering and seething 
under the ashes — my mother and I once more 
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J1E3I0ISS OF KAltOUi,E BAUEP 


nrnved in our old home in Bnden, by irny of Calais 
and Brussels 

With broken innga and a heart irounded to 
death I 

In Mannheim ire saluted my brother Karl s bnde, 
Lcopoldino von Hinkeldoy How dearly had I paid 
for their mamago heenso, and how have I been ro- 
pmd for it I 

In Mannheim I also learned the sad nows that 
my sweet and highly gifted sister artiste, Sophie 
MQller, a native of Mannheim, had died at Hiotzing, 
near Vienna, on the £0lh Jnne, 1830, but sovon-and 
twenty years of ago 

“She has killed herself by acting!” I ened, 
ranch ntTected 

Even when a child I had admired Sophie Muller, 
when she, who was only four years older than I, 
made her ilchul on the Karlsruhe stage — a sweet, 
delicately made girl Then wo met again ns col 
leagues in Berlin I have never ogam seen on tin 
stage an artiste who pin) cd with so much fervour 
and infused her whole pure soul into all her 
character* k cs, she Irnd killed hemlf by nc'ing 

\\ ould that such could be wnt’rn of roe mo, 
some day I Ilorr often hnv, I enri Sajihie Muller 
hiT early, purr grave, dccktal with roiei nad 
laurel 

M hat will bo said at lav grate 00 " day ? 




Iir HOLT JiUSSlA. 


How I was stared at by everybody in Mannlieiml 
In every eye I read the killing question : 'V^ell, 
has the English grandeur so soon copae to an end p 
Have you feathered your nest nicely? "Where, 
then, are the dear, princely children ? Unnatural 
mother’ And what now — madame or mademoiselle? 

Yes — what now? This question occupied me 
very much. That I should return to the stage was 
settled within me. But where was I to appear 
again ? In Berlin ? Impossible ! The boys in 
the street would call after me Are you back again? 
— accompanied by some Berlin pun or jest And 
how would my foes triumph, especially Prince 
August and Madame Stich I And the piteous, 
embarrassed smiles of my friends . . . Noj sooner 
into the Rhine than back to Berlin . . An un- 
comfortable feeling crept over me when I plainly 
saw that Grerman stages were too hot for me. . . . 
So the days passed in despondency and shame^ and 
my mother and I were glad when we saw no strange, 
inquisitive, mocking faces at all. "We only began 
to breathe more freely when we had quitted Mann- 
heim and Germany, and sat quietly and unknown in 
Baden, in Switzerland, where my mother was using 
the baths for her rheumatic affection. 

But what then ? 

My brother Louis came to us, and we held a long 
and sad family council. . . . At last I resolved, 
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omvt<l in our old home m Baden, by ivay of Calais 
and Bm*»el« 

HVith brohcn wings and a heart wounded to 
death! 

In 'Mannheim we salnled my brother Karl s bnde, 
1/^pMine von Ilinheldey How dearly had I paid 
for their immagc license, and how haao I been ro- 
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How I was stared at bj everybody in Mannbeiml 
In every eye I read the killing question : Well, 
has the English grandeur so soon co^ie to an end? 
Have you feathered your nest nicely? WJiere, 
then, are the dear, prmcel}^ children ? Hnnatural 
mother’ And what now — madame or mademoiselle? 

Yes — what now? This question occupied me 
very much. That I should return to the stage was 
settled within me. But where was I to appear 
again ? In Berlin ? Impossible I The boys in 
the street would call after me. Are you back again? 
— accompanied by some Berlin pun or 3est And 
how would my foes triumph, especially Prince 
August and Madame Stich 1 And the piteous, 
embarrassed smiles of my friends . . . No^ sooner 
into the Rhine than back to Berlin . . An un- 
comfortable feeling crept over me when I plainly 
saw that German stages were too hot for me. . . , 
So the days passed in despondency and shame^ and 
my mother and I were glad when we saw no strange, 
inquisitive, mocking faces at all. We only began 
to breathe more freely when we had quitted Mann- 
heim and Germany, and sat quietly and unknown in 
Baden, in Switzerland, where my mother was using 
the baths for her rheumatic aSection. 

But what then ? 

My brother Louis came to us, and we held a long 
and sad family council. ... At last I resolved. 
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amvcd an our old homo on Badon, by oray of Calais 
and Brussels 

"With broken wings and a heart wounded to 
death 1 

In Mannheim wo sainted my brother Karl s bndo, 
licopoldmo von Hinkcldoy Bow dearly had I paid 
for their mnrrmgo liconso, and how havo I boon re- 
paid for it I 

In Mannheim I also learned tho sad nows that 
my Bweot and highly gifted sister artiste, Sophio 
Mullor, a native of Mannheim, had died at Biotzing, 
near Vienna, on tho 20th Jnne, 1830, but soven-and 
twenty years of ago 

“She has killed herself by noting !’’ I oned, 
mneh affected 

Even when a child I bad admired Sophie MQller, 
when she, who was only four years older than I, 
made her ilehiit on tho Karlsrubo stage — a sweet, 
dehcately made girl Then wo met again ns col 
leagues in Berlin I have no\ or again set n on iht 
stngo an artiste who placed with so much fi rvour 
and infused her whole pure soul into all liir 
cliaractera Ics, she liad killed hentlf by acting 

Would that such could bo written of me too 
some day I Ifow often have f eninal Saptne Mullrm 
her early, puro grave, dcckid with re*--! nail 
laurels 

V hat will bo said a* mr grave oae day t 
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How I was stared at by everybody in Mann]ieiml 
In every eye I read the killing question : "W^ell, 
has the Eughsh grandeur so soon cojne to an end ? 
Have you feathered your nest nicely? Wjiere, 
then, are the dear, princely children ? Unnatural 
mother > And what now — madame or mademoiselle? 

Yes — what now? This question occupied me 
ver}’- much. That I should return to the stage was 
settled within me. But where was I to appear 
again ? In Berlin ? Impossible I The boys in 
the street would call after me. Are you back again? 
— accompanied by some Berlin pun or 3est And 
how would my foes triumph, espec;ally Prince 
August and Madame Stichl And the piteous, 
embarrassed smiles of my friends. ... No, sooner 
into the Rhine than back to Berlin . . An un- 
comfortable feeling crept over me when I plainly 
saw that German stages were too hot for me. . . . 
So the days passed in despondency and shame^ and 
my mother and I were glad when we saw no strange, 
inquisitive, mocking faces at all. We only began 
to breathe more freely when we had quitted Mann- 
heim and Germany, and sat quietly and unknown in 
Baden, in Switzerland, where my mother was using 
the baths for her rheumatic affection. 

But what then ? 

My brother Louis came to us, and we held a long 
and sad family council. ... At last I resolved, 
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-With a heavy heart, to wnto to St Potorshurg to 
Pnnce "Wolkonaki, tho all poivorfal imponnl mimstor 
oE the house, and to *' director ” von Helmoraon, to 
nsL hnmhly it my engagomont — whioh by contract I 
was to enter upon on tho 1st April, 1830, nnd 
which, owing to another engagement, I had so 
foolishly abandoned — continnod in forco on tho old 
torma at tho present time ? 

I speedily received tho pleasantest answer that I 
was aimously oipcoted, nnd that I should time my 
amval in St Petersburg so that I might begin my 
engagement immediately nftor Lent in 1831 
Mdllo Knrolino Bauer was still held in very good 
remembrance m St Petersburg, nnd the clinncters 
ns played by itad Feddorson, a first lover who had 
been n great favounto, but had died prematurely, 
were not adequately filled yet, nnd were waiting 
for me 

hidlle Knrolino Bauer 1 M ith this ra> old 
theatncal name was again newly founded — in spite 
of Fngland s mysteries My mother nnd I had long 
been doubtful if on the theatre bill I should haii to 
stylo misclf now •• Mndatno Bauer 1’ — Cuiinti ii 
Jlontgoraiiy, of course, wns for i ver btirtnl 

■Well, then, Mdlle Knrohne Bauer, nl in„ oilh 
her faithful mother, her bro her I/iuii, the little 
dog 1 iimla, niid “Coen," the whilom pirni of 
Pnnce<s Cliarlott , given me by I’m ci f» pdl. 
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set out for “Holy Eussia” early in February, 

1831 . . 

My brotlier Loma, to please us, was going to look 
out for a tutorship in St. Petersburg, in order to be 
able to remain near us for our protection Professor 
Hroz, in Heuchatel, whose boarding estabhshment 
Louis had successfully passed through, had given 
him a letter of the warmest recommendation to the 
German pastor Muralt, a pupil of Pestalozzi ; also 
two old school-fellows from Heuchatel, who held 
influential positions there, looked forward to Louis* 
arrival 

In a gay and hopeful mood we rolled across the 
ice of the Dwma in our high-packed travelhng 
coach, at the same spot where we had to pass in 
sleighs m great fear and anxiety during a heavy 
thaw three years ago, but which was at present so 
thick that cannons could cross over it. Our first 
goal was the hospitable Eiga. We had hardly 
arrived once more under the snug roof of the hotel 
“ Stadt London,” belongmg to the amiable Mad. 
Seemann, when we were surrounded by colleagues 
and acquaintances, and greeted as heartily as if we 
had said good-bye to them but three days ago. 
And nobody, either with words or looks, asked about 
Countess Montgomery and her sons, so cruelly 
forsaken by their unnatural mother, and about the 
whole of that nasty past period in London, with its 
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errors and hnTniliations ! I was especially agree- 
ably affected by this, and it made my sojourn a 
very pleasant one in Riga, wbicb, in spite of Russian 
rule, bas nevortholcss remained truly a homely 
German tovm. 

But I did not find tho old gaiety in Riga Russia 
TTOS carrying on a cruel irar of extermination against 
poor Poland, which refused to die, and which was 
jnst then engaged onco more in a fight to tho death 
with tho Osar 

Russian regimonts were continually marching 
through Riga against Poland And Riga had not 
forgotten yet that it, too, had onco sought and 
found protection with Poland against tho blooihesl 
hereditary foo and tyrant, tho JIuscontc, in un 
heard of murder, burning, plundering, robbing, 
dovaslntiog, destroying and wasting, when the 
Gorman empire was unable to grant protection to 
its distant children on tho Baltic Riga suffired 
and mourned with Poland 

0 were advised not to continue our joumrj till 
the Russian troops had nil passed through to Poland 
Tho roads were moreover bad, wo wire told, owing 
to tho many cannons, and the Iravrlh n who I ad 
tnmerl back from the first slnlioiis, ImlWrad with 
diffirent viintion' 

INo were quite plca«iMl to take a mt fora frw 
wfoLs in tho lioipitabV ni,*a, and Trh>-a tl r r*n 


XJS^ HOLT liUSSTA 


“ directnce,” Frau Ton Tschernjawski (my old 
honest Dolle had given up the management and 
gone to St. Petersburg), requested me urgently to 
sign an engagement for a considerable number of 
performances, I accepted it vatb great pleasure, and 
informed the manager-general in St. Petersburg of 
the cause of my retarded arrival ; adding that, 
nevertheless, my dehilt might be fixed for an early 
day after Lent I was supported by a very good 
company. I studied the ‘‘ Leonore ” by Holtei, 
and played for the first time in Riga the “ Konigin 
von Sechszehn Jahren and the “ Junge Pathe.” 
The most pleasing reception was accorded to me 
notwithstanding the general depression of the 
people. 

What feelings came over me wheu I re-appeared 
on the beloved boards for the first time, after such 
a long and anxious pause, and such bitter ex- 
periences ! I could have shouted for joy, and was 
- compelled to weep ' 

Riga had suffered heavily by the disorders of the 
war and by the ceaseless quartering of soldiers 
during their passage through the town. In famihar 
circles the question was sometimes started. Why 
are these enormous masses of troops sent to Poland 
if the insurrection is so easy to suppress as the 
St. Petersburg 30urnals assert ? 

I shall never forget the march through of a 
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famous St Petersburg regiment of tbo guards This 
regiment rode onlj* black horses, and each officer 
hfid two or three of them, which would cost him 
about 2,000 silver roubles each No wonder that 
at the end of a few years* sorvico most of the 
officers, Livonians and Courlandora, had exhausted 
their means 

"Whilst were watching the passage of this 
regiment, a Crown officer came up to us, breath 
lossly calling out to ua Four thousand Polish 
soldiers have penshed by the bn*akiDg of the ice at 
Warsaw The glad news was just received by the 
Governor, and I Uastooed to gi\o it to you Tho 
flower of the Polish nobility and academical jouth 
are smd to liavo penshed with ihcun 

Then I thought of tho young Polish nobler and 
students whoso acquaintance I had made m Utrhn 
And all had been dislmguishru for their g«.ntl(s 
manly and nmiahlo maoocr^ Thej were vety 
elegant dancers, ood wore inMted to cviry ball, 
who but thej could have led tho Marourka ? Almost 
the whole of these young PoUa had h ft for IS nr 
saw nt tho outbpi'ak of iho insumTtirin "W liat 
burning patnols tin n. win. ntnon^it llutn! How 
enthusnsticaUv did Iht voun^ poe Garcunkv, o 
great fntnd of ilnllits, rip*>rt to ui imtn <hjt* ly 
after iht firK* n pn '‘«*ntnti mt»f thf \I n ** 
by Haixm von Mai itz, H at tl c i* '•for'rane^ of tht* 
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-play had. made the whole Polish youth m Berhn 
frantically happy. . . . and that they had felt it 
their duty to give expression to this enthusiasm 
during the performance, notwithstanding the re- 
peated disapprovmg looks of the Ehng from his 
private box on the proscenium in the Konigstadt 
Theatre . . . Did not their youth and hot Pohsh 
blood excuse them ? 

“ How inconsiderate ! ” remarked my mother ; 
“ and why vex the good old Khng ? Could they not 
rejoice in a less demonstrative fashion ? What now 
if the piece should be forbidden ?” 

And it was forbidden The “ Alte Student ” was 
no longer allowed on the stage, and Baron Maltitz, 
its author, had to leave Berlin. 

“ Perhaps the amiable poet Grarcinsky, too, has 
been buried in the waters of the Vistula,” I said, 
softly and sadly, to my mother. 

“ And also our foolish moi ' moi ' Count Ladis- 
laus Plater ! ” my mother chimed in sadly. “ And 
his last word is sure to have been : ‘ Moi / 
moi f ^ ” 

“Do not look so thoughtful and sad, that is 
dangerous here I ” a countryman of mine said to me 
in a whisper. It was the comic actor Walter, the 
famous player of the “ Staberl,” who was hkevnse 
fulfilling an engagement at Riga ; “we are being 
^watched already.” . . . And “ Hurrah 1 hurrah ! ” 
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famous St Petersburg regiment of tlio guards This 
regiment rode only black borscs, and each oflicor 
hfid two or three of them, wUicb would cost him 
about 2,000 silver roubles each No wonder that 
at the end of a few years* servico most of the 
officers, Livonians and Courlandcrs, had oihaustod 
their means 

"Whilst wo were watching the passage of this 
regiment, a Crown officer came up to us, breath 
Icssly calling out to us “ Four thousand Polish 
aoldicrs have ponahod by the breaking of the ice at 
Warsaw The glad nows was just received by tho 
Governor, and I hastened to give it to you Tbo 
flower of tho Polish nobility and academical youth 
are said to have perished with them 

Then I thought of tbo young Polish noblc-i and 
students whoso ncquainlance I had made in Ikrlin 
And all had been distinguislu’d for tliiir guntle- 
maul} and nmiablo innnncrs. Tlioj wtro \i.ry 
elegant dancers, and wtro invited to o\tr) ball, 
who but tljcj could ha\o led tho Arn£oiirl.a r Almost 
the whole of thcfe young PoUi had hftforlNar 
saw nt tho outbreak of tho iimim'ctim ^\hal 
burning patriots there wire ninon„(<t them I Hotr 
cutbu'iiaatically did tho >oun^ |KKt Garcm^ly, o 
grtat fntnd of Maltilr rtj>ort to us inimtdialrly 
aft<rthi fin nj r\*<»^»lationofthr ** Vlte b'udc * 
by Ilarun \on Mnliiu, t* at ll o i*- rfurn auec of Iht* 
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play liad made the whole Polish youth in Berlin 
frantically happy. . . . and that they had felt it 
their duty to give expression to this enthusiasm 
during the performauce, notwithstanding the re- 
peated disapproving looks of the King from his 
private box on the proscenium in the Komgstadt 
Theatre . . . Did not their youth and hot Pohsh 
blood excuse them ? 

“ How inconsiderate ! ” remarked my mother ; 
“ and why vex the good old King ? Could they not 
rejoice in a less demonstrative fashion ? What now 
if the piece should be forbidden ?” 

And it was forbidden. The “ Alte Student ” was 
no longer allowed on the stage, and Baron Maltitz, 
its author, had to leave Berlin. 

Perhaps the amiable poet Garcinsky, too, has 
been buried in the waters of the Vistula,” I said, 
softly and sadly, to my mother. 

“ And also our foolish moi ^ moi ' Count Ladis- 
laus Plater 1 ” my mother chimed m sadly. “ And 
his last word is sure to have been : ' Moi ! 
moi I ‘‘ ” 

“ Do not look BO thoughtful and sad ; that is 
dangerous here I ” a countryman of mine said to me 
in a whisper. It was the comic actor Walter, the 
famous player of the “ Staberl,” who was hkewise 
Hulfilhng an engagement at Riga ; “ we are being 
'Watched already.” . . . And “ Hurrah ! hurrah I ” 
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ho cncd, long livo tho Emperor 1 Kow more nnd 
more news of viotory wtH amro ” 

Alarming mmours were also arriving from Mifau 
Lithuania was said to bo threatened 1 And, never- 
theless, I resolved, at tho request of tlio Jtitnners, to 
give an perforranneos m their town, together with 
tho Riga troop But wo only gave one performance, 
nnd hastened back to Riga by common ndneo Tho 
people in Mitau feared an attack by tho insurgents, 
who woro said to linvo shown thomsolves not far 
from tho town Jfitnu was qmto without proU'Ction 
nnd dofonco, nnd tho nobles, notwithstanding thoir 
well known braverv, woro not numerous enough to 
undertake tho defence of tho town Our ntum to 
Riga resembled a flight 

But it turned out afterwards that wc might quite 
well linvo continueil our porformanci's. It hid just 
been a false alarm 

At the conclusion of tho Russian Isint wo con 
tinuesl our journey to ‘at Pelirsburg Tlinnks to 
our dL'igrcciblo exp nonces of three ynrs ngo, 
when wo first cntcrvil tho proud cilv on tho N ova, nnd 
thanks to our amnlilo St Pstcrslmr,, friends, snug 
pnvato apartments were now in rradinc's fur u' m 
littloSlallhofstn s". So 21, in tin lieu e of (leneral 
Mcngin Nor was tiers' to bo any I y 
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lormaucc before the CourL in the imperial Winter 
Palace 

We called on Johannes Mural t, the pastor of the 
German congregation, and handed him our letters 
of recommendation — and from that time we had one 
faithful and influential friend more m St Petersburg. 
]\ry brother Louis owed to the pastor’s influence his 
situation as tutor to tho youngest son of Prince 
Wasiltschikoff ; and manj’- a stranger owed his exis- 
tence and success in St. Petersburg to the same man. 

Muralt was so strange, so marked and peculiar a 
man, that I may well devote to him here a few 
words of grateful remembrance Around him not 
merely gathered the whole of the German element 
in St. Petersburg, but he also exercised a very great 
and beneficial influence in many Russian circles — 
the name of this faithful, now departed friend, will 
be often mentioned in my memoirs of St. Petersburg. 

In poetical language — and better than my pen is 
^ble to do it — the pastor often told us of his family, 
whose history he traced for nigh a thousand years — 
nay, it reached back into the time of boary tradi- 
tions — and whose members were always famous for 
their gallantries towards the fair sex, on which occa- 
sions Muralt never omitted to cast an affectionate 
glance at Countess FerSen, his fair fnend of many 
years standing. 

Because Yivian, Count of Clermont, in the year 
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938 had abducted a. Hojrnl Pnnccss of Prance, hu 
old father, mth his sons Lnndolf and Aurohus, 
had to flee from his homo in Lorraino (Lothnngen) 
Count Landolf built himself in Locarno a castlo 
mth high Trails muro alto From ithis dcacondants 
tooh tho namo of “ JIuralt ” Oinng to thoir 
openly embracing tbo canso of Protestantism they 
irero driven from their sunny homo, and wended 
their way to tho reformed Zflnoh Not far from 
Zflnch, at his father's castle, Iloidolborg, in tho 
Canton of Thurgau, Johannes Mumit was born in 
1780 From Ins father ho had inhenttsl tho hot, 
impulsive Italian blood — from his So iss mother tho 
blue eyes and fair locl^, tbo poetical, cheerful ills 
position, and tho love for Qcllert s pious hymns 

"When Miirnlt was living at Ilnlle, studying divinity, 
ho would often go with fninds to tho theatre at 
Lauchstadt, whore Schiller's and Goetho’s plavs 
were being represented by court actors from 
Alcimar, and where bo saw tho two ]ioets in 
person 

This love for tho theatre over rtmaineil with tho 
Pett'or — and I rarely missed him in St I’ltinhurg 
from Ins customary place in tho thnlro Iwi lo 
Countess Iir* n 

from Halle the ex student went to I’ani all th” 
Tray on foot, tin re to |Hrfrct him el( in tl 1 rersh 
language, which Im would chlvdy * ndy n tl ^ 
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“ Tlidafcro Franpais.” With what animation did the 
man of fift}* still speak of the talented Talma, the 
magnificent St. Priest, and the brilliant Rancourt, 
for whom the youth of twenty had burned. 

It was in Pans that i\Iuralt read first a book 
by Pcstalozzi, *‘How Gertrude brings up her 
Children I” This produced so mighty an impres- 
sion on him that he called on Pestalozzi, who had 
come to Pans as delegate from Switzerland to 
Napoleon. From that hour be became the most 
zealous disciple of Pestalozzi. 

Frederick Schlegel was then living m Pans with 
his highly intellectual wife Dorothea, a daughter 
of i^Ioses j^Iendclssohn and the divorced wife of 
David Yoit, and he had his attention attracted to 
the young divine and educator, and recommended 
him to Madame de Stael as tutor to her son. 

But he only managed to stay four weeks at 
Coppet, in the brilliant house of the high-spirited, 
voluptuous woman ; then he went south to Switzer- 
land, to bo for seven years Pestalozzi’s faithful 
assistant in the teaching and training of children, 
and to learn from his master — in hard labour and 
poverty. 

When in 1810 the vacant pastorate of the German 
Reformed Church m St. Petersburg was offered to 
him,Muralt only accepted it because it afforded him 
an opportunity there to teach and train children in the- 
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manner of Pcstalozii, beside his mimatrj Peatalom 
gave the beloved disciple his blessing on his long 
road, and wrote these hoes in his album " Follow 
the path of my heart, with the strength that served 
me BO long, and which I lose with sad regret, but with 
thanks 1 " — and the master wrote to him, when ho 
was in St Petersbnrg “ I miss yon so much , I was 
not aware, when yon were still with me, how deeply 
I should feel the want of you But whoro is now 
my Murnlt, when idleness surrounds mo like the 
waters? Whoro is my Murnlt, then, who makes 
the boys run ? I do not soo the man in whoso soul 
their lives joy as in yours, and who can and will 
impart it to my children as you imparted it to 
them, that no hour was to them void and desolate ” 
With the same lovo Muralt was received by hli 
Gcnnnn congregation in St Petersburg They pre- 
pared tor him a comfortabto manse in the Great Stall 
liofsti-afse, and to overwhelmed him with invitations 
that ho often dined and supinsl out for months. 
But tins nftcclion was liss duo to tho intillectnal 
jireachcr, who from tho pulpit gave enhghtem-d in 
stmclion rather than rigulnr scrmoai, and who'u' 
church was roincirhal tinpty at all time' wh cli 
however, did not much eoncim th" jovial nan 
tins lo\o and vent ration was paid to th- ln„Uy 
ptled man of honour, with the I, mrst, fai hful 
heart, and the nevir tinngl elpful la-d— it wa' vt 
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tended to tbc amiable friend and companionj and bis 
genuine beailmess, his often harsh, but always true 
frankness ; it. was meant for the cheerful, brilliant 
story-teller, his social talent and his roguish Thurgau 
humour. But this love was throughout St. Peters- 
burg extended likewise to the educator and faithful 
pupil of Pcstalozzi. 

As early as 1811 Muralt was able to open in St 
Petersburg his educational institute that was to be 
conducted after the system of Pestalozzi, and des- 
tined to be famous soon, although the Emperor’s 
ministers were against it; because such a private 
school of a foreigner might endanger the Russian 
element ! But Muralt succeeded m everything that 
ho earnestly strove after. That was owing to the 
power of his prepossessing personal appearance. 

Muralt’s educational institute, despite the high 
terms of 1,100 roubles, soon grew to such an extent 
that he had to quit his little parsonage and rent a large 
private house. At the head of this bouse there stood 
Prau “ Staatsrath ” Silberharnish, and her daughter 
the Dowager Countess Fersen. ... In this manner 
an intimacy sprang up between Muralt and Countess 
Persen, which death alone was to end, although they 
were not regularly married. And the congregation 
saw nothing objectionable in these domestic arrange- 
ments of their shepherd. His great virtues lovingly 
covered his little weaknesses. 



1 C 


MEVorrs OF kapoltse baufp 


Klmgcr, tho poet nnd gcncnl, nn early fnend of 
Goethe, and tho same rvhoao drama, " Sturm and 
Drang,” furnished tho nnmo to a period m Gorman 
literature, who, ns husband of a bastard daughter of 
tho Empress Elisabeth, stood on a familiar footing 
■with tho Court, drew tho Emperor Alexander s atten- 
tion, and that of tho Empress mother Mann, to Jfn- 
ralt — nnd both lent their lasting protection to tho can 
did man Tho Empress mother, tho foundress of tho 
grandest nnd richest foundling nnd tmining house in 
tho ■world, engaged ■\fumlt to reform this institute 
in tho spirit of Postaloszi — nnd told him at tho same 
time "Jt rais (jue rout lEs frnne, roiis me dim oiii 
ou non, fans que mn prop-itxUnn roii* g/n' ! ’ 

Jhimlt, in whoso rocabulnry there was no such 
word ns 51 no, made tho freest use ot thisiiermissinn, 
for when tho Lmpress-inotlicr but a fortnight after 
wards, wanteil to see Imw the iliscijilo of Pcstalnm 
was getting on in his reform of tlie foundling house, 
the free Swiss answered 111 his App null accent, m 
IrenchWuntlv "No tnadim — ph ase hare pale nee 
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ful friend to lier end, and through her powerful 
influence on her sons, Alexander and hlicolas, the 
simple Swiss pastor often obrained wonderful suc- 
cesses in St. Petersburg. 

"When, in the years 1816 and 1817, there was 
great distress in Switzerland, Muralt collected in St. 
Petersburg for his countrymen 20,000 roubles within 
a few weeks , and when he laid the subscription-hst 
before the Emperor, the latter at once added 
100,000 roubles to the subscriptions. 

Count Cancrin, the Minister of Pinances, was Mu- 
ralt’ s intimate friend, and almost daily they might 
be seen walking arm-in-arm in the Newsky-prospect. 

Cancrin came from an old Hessian family of 
clergymen who were called “ Krebs ” m Grermany. 
When his father was called to Russia by Catherine 
II , he latinized his plain German name into Can- 
crinus. 

Many people found fault with the German pastor 
for haying had so much intercourse with fashionable 
and rich people But when they needed his help 
and recommendations also, these fault - finders 
managed to find the influential pastor. Even 
Russians courted the foreigner’s patronage 

But it was more particularly the Swiss who 
gathered around their powerful countryman, seeking 
a friendly support. They met at his house every 
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month, and made a merry time of it the caps 'were 
emptied gallantly, they talked real SohweiMr 
Deutflch, ’ and Bang deep into the night, the pastor 
was a tnrfutwo m the “ Jodling ** of the Sims 

Kuhreigen ” (rani dea vaches), and m the smging 
of the Glerman stndenta* memeet songs* 

Moralt’e greatest merit undoubtedly lay m his 
extensive care for the poor "WTien I came to St 
Petersburg he had had hia parsonage fitted up for 
the schooling and educatmg of poor orphan children 
for the last ten years, and, together with Oounleas 
Fersen and her two sons, mhahited a house of his 
own opposite the church, which stood in the midst of 
a macadamised square whioh formed the playground 
for his pupils 

Oar dwelhngs were so close to each other that I 
had only to clear this square to be with Muralt and 
Oonntess Feraen m order to be with good friends. 

Why did Muralt not marry the Countess Forsen, 
to do which hiB very office and his position ought to 
have prompted him ? 

Ho was too fond of his personal liberty Ho had 
boon twice m love and betrothed Tho first time 
with tho clover Rosotto Rosthofer, tho faithful help* 
mate of PostalozEi m tho girls instituto at ifertoo 
But when ho was swimming about lu the gnyoat 
manner possible on tho very jolly social life of St 
Petersburg, ho found that this simple, earnest Swiss 



m HOLY EUSSIA. 


19 


girl ^yas not suited for these circles, and they parted 
in peace and remained friends to their death. 

Another time he loved a beautiful, amiable girl, 
the daughter of a St Petersburg merchant ; this love 
he renounced at the desire of his mother, who still 
hoped that he would some day return to Switzerland 
and marry a genuine Swiss girl. 

And even after he had lived for years with Coun- 
tess Fersen, he was still m a mood to write in 1827 : 
“ I cannot make up my mind to marry, because I 
want to remain free and keep myself in a position 
that I can pack up at any time. The enjoyment 
of domestic life I possess in full measure in the 
manner of living which I arranged for myself 
twelve years ago. I feel merrier and happier than 
^pater-famihas. . .” 

He never packed up, never left Russia, and never 
married. And the unvarnished plain Swiss who 
ruled in St Petersburg like a little pnnce, durst 
venture also — not to marry Countess Fersen. 

When immediately after the severe Russian fast, 
which lasts seven weeks, and during which no theatres 
n,re open, and dancing is prohibited, but in lieu of 
which there are concerts night after night, when 
after an absence of three years I appeared once 
more before the dear St Petersburgers in the 
C-erman theatre for the first time — as Suschen, in 
Klauren’s “ Brautigam aus Mexico,” sitting at the 
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bobbing table — I was greeted in the fnendbest way^ 
like a dear relatiYe Pastor Mnralt, with his power- 
ful bands and hia mighty bass voice, led the applauae 
better than a hired claqueur and chaioutUeitr 

My second dSbut was as Holtei’s “ Leonore,” and 
my third as Polixgna,m ” Konst nnd Natnr,*’ and thus 
Mdlle Karohne became a regularly appointed Impe- 
rial Russian Court actress, with a salary of 8,000 
roubles, and a benefit for wbioh 8,000 roubles were 
guaranteed 

personnel oi the German stage had meanwhile 
been considerably augmented and improved, and 
especially by members of tbe Riga theatre Herr 
Welland was very good as a youthful lover Stout 
Barlow was now playing the r6lts of fathers, "Wiobo 
played the heroes The performances wont— com 
pared with those of three years ago — splendidly, and 
a very pretty hruneUef Frllulein Gorstol, a sister of 
tho same Qorstel who afterwords became such a 
favounto with tho people of Stuttgart when ho was 
Btago-manogcr and first comio actor at tho Court 
Theatre there, ployed tho second lovers nnd sou 
hreites very prettily 

A Fruulcin Albert bnd boon engaged ns successor 
to tho famous and very popular dcccnso<l JIndarao 
Fodderson, but sho gave liUlo satisfaction, and 
plooaod still less, so Hint I was greeted o\ cry where 
heartily “ 'Wolcomo in St PetoraburgI lou will 
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make up for our lamented Feddersen ! ” And when 
I uent away, three years after, the people said: 
“'Whal- a pdy ! You had filled Mad. Feddersen’s 
place ‘^o nicely. iSow we are orphaned once more ! ” 
rnnee GaLraiin was now the manaG:cr-"eneral of 
all ihc theatres, the managers of the Russian, 
Geiinan, and French stages conducted all business 
concerns Gagarin understood how to preserve his 
dignity in the face of the ambitious Prince Wol- 
konski, and did not treat the G-criuan actors as 
step-children lie was strict and terribly proud, 
but just and reasonable. Tliore were some ob- 
streperous members, who did not like to see the 
free and easy ways they had been accustomed 
to for years banished, but the Prince knew how 
to reconcile them by a plausible and wmmng way. 
He decided that m the benefits that came off 
each week between the period of early autumn 
and Lent, each performance should be repeated 
once the same week, before the next benefit was put 
on. In this way ho compelled the idle and mali- 
cious, if they did not wish to forego the advantage 
of their own benefit, to take a very active part in it. 
Also the public derived advantage from this innova- 
tion, and were grateful for it. They thus saw each 
week a new piece or an older favourite well re- 
hearsed, and the repetition of the same Really all 
went, as the French say, “ Oomme sur les roulettes / ” 
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AlflO the Euflsiflu chonatera and dancers who took 
part in some plays, and the machinists and other 
lands of Bnssian theatre offioials showed themselves 
more pliable and amiable, as far as I was concerned,, 
than before I had had to fight many a little battle 
with them three years before — and had conquered 
them m my own way 

I have called Prince Gagann tembly proud " a 
little while ago These words should properly 
stand here m the superlative, and then it would 
read Prmce Gagann was proud even to ndioule 
He was the proudest anstoornt whom I ever met 
Stnotly speaking, we actors were not men at all m 
his eyes, for men, m his eyes, ns in those of Pnuco 
“WindischgTatz, only began with the baron/ Ho 
therefore never addressed the actors directly, but 
employed Baron Helmerson os bis mouth piece 

This foolish haughtiness frequently brought 
about the moat comical situntions which would bo 
worth figuring in a comedy, when His Excollonoy 
tho most high bom, flluatnous Pnneo Gagann 
looked past tho poor, humble bom comedian with 
whom ho had to speak on business as if ho were air, 
and addressed tho orders, censures, or questions in 
tondod for him to Baron HolmorBOD, who stood 
l)e5ido him — and made tho latter repeat tho artistes 
answer verbally, as if ho did not understand his 
language I 
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This ridiculous pride called forth much densiou 
and scorn, and not seldom a good snubbing for the 
Prince from the wanton and witty little artiste- 
band. Thus the talented and clever baritone and 
manager of the opera, Constantin Holland, who had 
preserved a good deal of the boldness of the former 
student, once thus snubbed the Prince, who wanted 
to treat him likewise as air Ignoring his Excellency 
likewise completely, and turning his back upon 
the Prince, san^ fcigon, he said to Helmersen : 
“ Please communicate my answer to the follow- 
ing effect to the Prince, who apparently is very 
absent . . 

Only young and pretty actresses did the Prince 
vouchsafe to address in tender words . . I, too, 
had this honour, but did not appreciate it properly — 
thus it came about that I, as Imperial Russian 
Court actress, did not make the golden harvest 
which I might have made. 

Prince Gagarin was to pay more dearly for his m- 
born aristocratic pride than he might fairly have 
deserved, taking into consideration his many other 
excellent qualities and his truly princely noblesse 
and honourableness. 

Long after I had left St. Petersburg, Prince 
Gagarm was shot dead in the open street by an 
Imperial forester, whom the haughty and ever 
venal Russian bureaucracy, who never do a stroke 
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of the pen withont being bnbed, had deprived of his 
bread, and thus driven to despair 

Pnnoe Gagann was perfectly innocent of the 
matter, indeed had never been in contact with the 
unhappy forester, who, however, in his despair, 
had chosen Pnnce (Jagann for the object of hia 
revenge, just because the Pnnce was known in all 
St Petersbuig as the haughtiest and proudest of 
the whole hated anstocracy 

I have mentioned above the names of Julie Gorstel 
and Constantin Holland TJnluokily for both, they 
are very intimately connected 

He was one of the handsomest men and the most 
talented bantooes I ever met on the stage Ho 
possessed a high mental and soientiho, and at the 
same time a raro musical culture When a student 
in Breslau, he had sung at an amateur concert and 
played the flnto The universal applause made him 
join the stage. 

The first tunc I mot the cclobmtod artiste, ho was 
singing “ Don Juan ” and Figaro ” during a short 
ongagoment in Uigo , then Ins wife, a distinguished 
coloraturo singer, whoso maiden name was Kninz, 
lived with him Even at that period tlioro existed 
unfavourable reports of their matrimonial union 
After that ho came in the quality of singer and 
stage-manager in tho German opera to St Peters- 
burg, lu tho autumn of 1833 — but without his wife. 
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‘Their unhappy marriage was dissolved, both parties 
consenting, but it could not be legally cancelled, be- 
cause both were Roman Cathobcs. That was very 
unfortunate for both For Frau Holland henceforth 
lived with a theatrical “director,” Kesteloot, and 
the unhappy Holland fell passionately in love with 
my colleague Juhe Grerstel, who loved the fine- 
looking man no less ardently. Julie Grerstel was a 
daughter of Wilhelm Gerstel, a once popular Court 
actor and stage-manager at the German theatre in 
St. Petersburg, and of a sister of Ludwig and 
Ferdinand Lowe — and herself an agreeable, cheerful 
^sonbrettet and a charming girl 

How poor Julie suffered for years in this ever- 
lasting fight between love and duty I She fled the 
stage and St Petersburg, m order to escape the 
handsome, seductive man and his sweet wooing and 
decoying . . . But her own heart, and its luckless, 
forbidden love, she could not flee from. She 
returned to St. Petersburg, but not to the stage. 
She became Holland’s mate for life. But she never 
forgot that this union wanted the blessings of the 
‘Church. She died young, of the incurable discord 
of her poor faithful heart. . . . 

In the spring of 1868, Constantin Holland also 
-died as stage-manager of the opera m Breslau. 

The general depression that prevailed in Riga I 



S6 


UEMOIMS OF KAEOUNE BAUER 


also found in St. Petersburg — only m a bigber 
degree All the regiments of the guards had takeu 
the field against the unhappy Poles Many famflies 
■were distressed about their beloved Czar and nation , 
Germans and all other nationalities^ bo numerously 
represented in St Petersburg, longed for the end of 
this luckless ■war 

The news of victories arrived very sparsely, and 
the salutes from the fortress that were to announce 
the capture of "Warsaw were long in coming It is 
a Russian custom (o announce every success of the 
army by the cannons of the fortress Bipectntions 
of victones that had bo often been disappointed 
during the Polish campaign, paralysed every gay 
social movement, the proud city of the Czars 
Boomed as if steeped in apathetic monmmg , all life 
appeared to have fled from it. 

To make things worse, suddenly a gloomy rumour 
spread in the city cholora was approaching It had 
long boon known that it -was raging in Riga And 
then, first softly and then louder and louder, were 
heard the cries “ God bo merciful to us 1 Thooholom 
iflhorol” With Bhuddenogwosaa largo grren painted 
vehicles dnven slowly through tho street by dnvors 
that looked scared and frightened Winning nnd 
moaning were hoard by those tlmt came closer to tho 
waggons Tho authonties sought to pacify tho 
population about tho daily increase of this strango 
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siglitj by alleging that tbe present season of tbe 
year always furuisbed tbe largest number of sick 
for tbe hospitals. ... But nobody accepted this 
explanation of tbe heavy transport of sick. 

Tbe theatres were little frequented, but more 
owino: to tbe prevailing depression of spirits than 
from fear of cholera. 

One day, our dear neighbour, tbe German pastor 
IRIuralt, called about tbis time. He saluted us un- 
usually gravely, nay almost solemnly Then be 
said — 

“ I consider it my duty to inform you that the 
'Cholera has broken out here long ago. Tbe Govern- 
ment can no longer conceal it. Not only are tbn 
lower classes of tbe populace 'being carried off — tbe 
epidemic visits all stations. I have just come from 
tbe death-bed of a dear friend. Have you any ar- 
rangements to make P I should advise you to remove 
to Wassili-Ostrow. Tbe air is purer there, and you 
find many Germans . . ” 

Suddenly an acquaintance rushed into our room 
pale as death, and droppmg down upon the sofa, as 
if in a fit, he stammered with a shudder — 

“ Poor Doctor Seemann — thus to end. . . .” 

“ What has happened ? Compose yourself, speak 
distinctly. . . .” 

^ “ Oh, something awful 1 The peasants, the in- 
toxicated Muschiks with wild cnes and tumult 
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have Btruoh the unhappy man to the ground, then 
dragged him aoroas the pavement and thrown him 
into the canal — roanng all the tune ** The GermanB 
poiBon the wells ” And what waa the immediate 
cause of it? Doctor Seemann came out of the 
cholera hospital and was smelling at a camphor 
bottle ” 

We were struck dumb by a deadly terror 
And yet before we could recover speech, we heard 
the excited voice of “direotor’^ Helmersen at the 
door, saying — 

* But the Emperor does not wish it ^ 

Then he entered the room, together with Barlow, 
and said, trembhng — 

** I am Sony to have to intimate to you that the 
Osar has commanded to continne the pcfrformauooB 
in the theatres as usual, lest the fear in the city bo 
increased by the closing of the theatres I * 

Barlow had tears in his eyes, and said, greatly 
moved ** Our oxcollont bandmaster, Bchromior, is 
laid up with a deadly attack of cholera, ho who but 
yesterday conducted ‘ Prcciosal Our two theatre 
Borvants bad to bo taken to the hospital just now, 
two officials fell down in the office — and wo arc to 
continue to play * Moreover, as is usual in summer, 
there are nt present i0,000 inusohikB in St Peters- 
burg, who, in great fury, march through the strcols, 
threatening death to the foreigner And no troops 
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in the residence to keep them in check ! . . . The 
Emperor and liis family are staying in Zarskoje- 
Selo, but I am sure he does not know accurately 
how matters stand here. . . . How are we to get 
over to the theatre without danger to our lives ? ” 

]\Iuralt had hstened attentively ; then he hastily 
shook hands with us, saying as he left — 

“ I shall hurry to see my friend the minister^ 
Cancrin ; he shall at once acquaint the Emperor 
with the true state of things, and I am sure the 
order to close the theatres will not be long in arriv- 
ing. . . 

But the order never came 

However, man accustoms himself even to the 
most dreadful, if he sees it daily, and knows that 
only calmness and energy can save him ! 

Before one drove to the theatre one took a tender, 
but resigned farewell of one’s friends. With prayer 
and trusting faith in God one entered the theatre- 
coach, and quietly drove through crowds of 
excited peasants and approaching troops The 
actors did not even play distractedly; they met 
one another very sympathetically, and all envy, all 
petty cabal, seemed to have made way to better 
feelings. 

The “good-night” and “ auf Wiedersehn ” * at 
the conclusion of the performance sounded hearty. 

* May we meet again I 
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The return home was a feaet. How bliasful was the 
certainty BtiU to posBeea each other 1 

And the cholera oontioued its ravages. After 
the very first week there died 500 people daily, 
espeoially from the lower olasBes, who did not give 
up their enjoyment of cuoumbera and fruit, c^ud at 
the same time, from despair and fear of death, 
brutally indulged in the use of alcohol 

Of what avail were all official precantionary 
measures to cope with the evil — such as the perfora 
tion and fumigation of letters and clothes, and other 
sanitary pohce tnfiing ? 

And the threatening attitude among the muschiks 
and the ignorant rabble in the city grew worse 
The cry, ^‘We are being poisoned I death to the 
foreigners! death to tho doctors and the police!” 
grew louder and more savage in tho streets. The 
hospitals were stormed and plundoroil,tho physicians 
and sick attendants were lU treated or killed, tho 
cholera patients dragged out — to dio m tho street. 
In vain tho Emperor Kicolas, in order to pacify 
the excited multitude, camosovcml times over to St. 
Petersburg from Zarskojo Solo, vihoro the Court, 
surrounded by a strict sauUary cordon, lived m tlio 
greatest rctircraont, IIo hirasolf ncarlj fell a victim 
to IiiB courage on one occasion 

In tho baymarket Iho furious half mad jwpulaco 
wtro storming a cholera hospital, nud threw tho 
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physician down into the street from a window of the 
■third storey, . . . 

At that moment the Czar arrived in an open 
calash, with Count Orloff by bis side, without any 
military escort, exhorting the people to quietness 
-and reason. ... In vain I Ever closer — ever more 
threateniug the mad crowd suiTounded the Imperial 
calash and already stretched forth their fists against 
the sacred person of the Czar. ... In vain the 
Czar rises to the full length of his majestic heroic 
form and sends the thunder of his voice over the 
surging crowd. . . Who knows if Nicolas would have 
left the place alive, if at that moment all the bells 
of the neighbouring church had not chimed, drown- 
ing with their sound the threatening human 
Toar? . . . 

Like a Divine seer Czar Nicolas stands there lu 
the fulness of his imposing manly beauty, and, 
lifting up his arms to heaven he cries with 
■overpowering tones — 

“ My voice you have not wished to hear — hear 
then and obey Cod’s voice I Wretches I Miserable 
smners 1 Down on your knees I Pray ' Repent, that 
Cod’s wrath may not annihilate you I Down on your 
knees, you wretches I ” 

And, rueful and contrite, ten thousand mad rebels 
sink on their knees — and repent in humility ! 

Was Czar Nicolas really a demi-god, as his ad- 
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mirers asserted ? or was Christian Stookmar right, 
■who once said to tne, "The autocrat of all the 
JttuBsias IS the greatest comedian the world ever 
saw 1 ” P 

Only after two "French actors had likewise fallen 
■nobmfl to cholera there came the much longed for 
order to close qH the theatres, and we took up our 
residence in the country 

in W“aaaili Ostrow it was very pleasant to live 
Most of the houses were Burroundod by small 
shady gardens But dunng the whole of the nights 
—for it was no longer allowed to bury during the 
day — endless tmins of fnnoral oars passed under our 
windows on thoir way to the largo cholera comotciy 
For wooks thorn died m St. Petersburg every day 
between etx and eight hundred persons Of the 
800,000 inhabitants of the then town, there sue 
cumbed altogether 10,000 to the dreadful epidemic 

Only once wo witnessed the spectral funeral pro- 
cession Blumiuatcd by the moon, proud carnages 
drove past, carrying a coffin that was placed right 
across, between the camago windows Elegant 

drosUcs were laden with coffins , mingled with them 
were rude carts and fumituro vans with perfect 
cargoes of coffins For whence wore all the 

fuDornl cars to come, to lead out this drcndfull) rich 
hfinest of death upon the desolate, dismal, largo St 
Petersburg Gods-acro? Pncsls acccmpamcd tbo 
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deceased — nobody else; no sorrowing relative or 
friend ! ... No kerchief-dried tears — no sobbing 
interrupted the dull, monotonous rumbling of the 
dead- cars. . . . Quickly and mysteriously the 
dismal, endless procession glided past. ... In the 
cemetery, high and low, rich and poor, were quickly 
lowered into wide trenches, without distinction, and 
covered with quicklime. . . . 

At the first dawn, as in Hamlet, when his father 
utters his agonising “Adieu, adieu, remember me I” 
the dismally dull noise ceased, cars and forms 
vanished . , One might fancy that one had 
dreamt it all. . . One breathed more freely till 
midnight following, when this gruesome, spectral 
scene was re-acted. . 

And still no news that Warsaw had fallen, and the 
Eussian hopes of victory and peace were frustrated. 

A still more mournful veil settled over St. 
Petersburg when, on the 27th June, 1831, Grand 
Duke Constantine himself succumbed to the plague, 
and was solemnly buried. Whoever saw his funeral 
kas, I am sure, never forgotten it. It was 
raming ; thousands of priests, in long coats and 
clumsy boots trudged heavily after the funeral car. 
The Emperor, surrounded by his suite, appeared on 
horseback. His face was as pale and cold as marble. 
A crowd of people looked on with indifference at 
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the brother of their Gzar being taken to hia reating- 
plac© 

Constantine had not been beloved in St, Petore- 
buig, therefore he was not mourned either He had 
renounced the throne to be able to marry the chosen 
of hiB heart — the highly refined, marvellously 
beautiful, gentle Polish Countess, Johanna Gmdo- 
zinsko, whom Emperor Nicolas had raised to the 
dignity of Pnnceaa Lowicz Certamly this love and 
resignation wore proofe of passion and energy, bat 
also in this energy and passionateness Constantino 
was a despot— even to cruelty His adored spouse, 
she who eacnficod herself for him in order to 
become the guardian angel of Poland, was bitterly 
disappointed Now by her countrymen, now by the 
Rubbious regarded with suspicion, she could but 
rarely inclmo the heart of her husboud to lonicnoy 
towards the poor unhappy Poland whoso viceroy ho 
was ConstanUno had been obliged to floe for his 
hfo on the outbreak of the iDSurroction m Warsaw 
—only with difficulty had ho escaped being made a 
prisoner And jot Constantino was proud of 
IhobrnNory of Johannas countrymen To a haughty 
remark by a Bussian, that this wretched Polish 
Army would soon bo routed and Warsaw conquered, 
ho replied in these words, with an ironical laugh 

Do ) ou think so ? Just wail a little, and you will 
find out how my gallant Poks will figUt ” 
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The Poles, these “ rfelDels ” whom Nicolas hated* 
and feared so much, the Czar’s bi'othei^' j^rdtidiy-’' 
(Called “ my gallant Poles I ” . What a p^obllsrtf 

for a psychologist — to decipher Constantine’s (ionti^a- 
dictory character ! 

Constantine was dead and burihd, bull the old" 
ugly stories regarding him survived him, and werif' 
from mouth to mouth' in St. Petersburg. 

Grand Duke Constantine had inherited from’ his‘ 
father his strong vein of despotic hudiour — indeed', 
even in a higher degree. At first hd'bit, and struck,, 
and illtreated his unhappy teachers. When a' boy of 
fourteen he cudgelled and tormerited the poor' 
soldiers whom his grandmother, Catherine, had 
presented to him for his amusement, kicked themi* 
and knocked out theid eyes and teeth Even ofl&cers 
were not safe from his stick. 

A year later he could even exercise his wit‘ at the 
-expense of poor young Princess Julia'ne, of Saxe- 
Koburg — because she had the misfortuine to become 
his wife. * 

He was soon tired of the gentle German'. He 
treated her so brutally in the presence of his' drink- 
ing companions — ^he dragged her by the hair through 
the rooms — that the unhappy woman left him but a', 
few years afterwards, and retired to Elfenau, an 
Switzerland, resolutely declining every reconcilia- 
tion and reunion with her despotic husband — 
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althongb lier brother, our Pnnoe Leopold, acted os 
the most zealous advocate of his fnend, Oonstantme, 
and for this purpose came specially with him to 
Blfenau. 

I have already hinted that also the lolly heart of 
Johanna Grudezmsta slowly bled to death from the 
scorpion bke wit of her wild husband, who tned 
a new nfle by shooting down from his window 
a poor woman who was busy at gardenmg — who m 
Berhn caused a virtuous dancer, and honest trades- 
men, to bo whipped by his Oossaoks till they wore 
half dead — ^who shot down a poatilbon m Thunngm 
because he drove too slowly for him — who tore out 
the beards of Polish ofBcecs and Jews — who had the 
heads of three Polish ladies of high rank shaven 
because they bad, without his permission, attended 
a parade — and who drove the poor Poles to despair, 
to revolution 

Constantino domnudod of Polos and Russians the 
obediODCO of a our Onco bo ordorod a rogimont of 

soldiers to advunco towards the Vistula. Already 
the Colonel, heading the regiment, stands in the 
nvor with his horse, and still the ofllecr in com 
mnnd, the Grand Duke, docs not ciy "Haiti'' 
■With an inqumng, implonog glance the Colonel 
looks round for the Commander in Chief Con 
Btnntino gnus and curses from his horse i " In the 
name of three devils, forward, forward 1 " 
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And tbe "wliole of tlie regiment marclies into the 
rapid Vistula till the horse of the Colonel is out of 
his depth, and the foremost ranks of the soldiers 
stand in the water up to their chins. Only then the 
Grand Duke thundered out his " Halt ! and 
turn I ” 

A poor young Polish soldier, who whilst present- 
ing arms had failed to put his thumb in the exact 
position at the butt-end of the gun, had by his order 
that thumb amputated by a surgeon. A half-drunk 
soldier Constantine sentenced to defend himself 
with his bayonet against the lances of three Uhlans. 
When the Uhlans and horses were dripping with 
blood the Grand Duke made the bold bayonet- 
fighter a heutenant. All duelhsts Constantine had 
immediately shot dead. Only one officer he 
pardoned, because he had succeeded m cutting 
through the neck of a horse with the blow of a 
sword, as the Viceroy had ordered him. 

But the Drench actor, Levaillant, knew how to 
awe the Grand Duke in Warsaw. The latter had 
been mformed by his spies that Levaillant had said : 

■“ Constantine wiU end like the Due de Berry ! ” 
In great wrath the autocrat of Poland had the actor 
dragged before him. At the door there stood a 
Kibitha ready to take the offender off to Siberia at 
once. But LevaiUant has the courage to say to the 
very face of the Grand Duke : “ Yes, it is my firm 
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oonyiction ^hat you will Bot die a natural death if 
you (Continue to drive poor Poland and all of us to 
4espair by your cruelty 1 ” This unheard of bold- 
ness so much aurpnaed the tyrant that he gave the 
actor 100 ducats, and ordered him to quit Poland 
within 48 hours 

But this jolliest tyrant’s wit recoiled on the 
autocrat of Poland himself At the conclusion of a 
hnlliant dinner which Constantine gave in ‘W'arsaw 
tq the most difltmguished Poles, he had served for 
every guest a genuine Russian tallow candle, and, 
crying across the table, said “ Gentlemen I In 
honour of Russia we shall consume together the 
beloved nabonal dish of my country Look, tbis is 
the way to do it I ” And the Grand Duke, who had 
given the order to place upon his plate an imitation 
candle made of marchpane, seized tho candle by the 
wick, bent back hia head, and, smiliDg, allowed (ho 
dainty dish to disappear behind the hedge of his 
tooth But how his smiles ore suddenly clmngcd 

mto fury, what painful efforts to swallow tho 
favounto national dish of tho Hussmns, as if ho 
wore going to choko f How funously his oycH look 
around tho table, rolling wildly I The imitation 
candle of marchpano on tho pinto of the ho=»t had 
been exchanged for a genuine one I 

Forlunatoly it never came out which divining 
guest practised this bold little tncL The fortu 
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nate man possessed the self-command to swallow Ins 
sweet candle amidst the most awful grimaces. But 
the poor servants felt the princely knou that night. 

At the congress in Vienna, the despot who dared 
to raise his hand against a free aud courageous 
man of honour, found his master, and in his own 
person got a taste of a German stick! . . . And 
now he had died of cholera, and been buried with- 
out tears . . . For is it likely that Princess Lowicz 
wept for him ? 

Five months later also Johanna Grudezmska died 
m Zarskoje-Selo. Far away from her beloved 
fatherland, far from relations and friends, lonely, 
forsaken, forgotten, she followed her husband, who, 
in spite of all his tyranny, had ardently loved her'! 
It was a blessing for her that she was an orthodox 
Christian, a strict Catholic, otherwise madness would 
needs have taken possession of her by reason of 
all the dreadful things she had sufiered 1 

Poets often look about them for a subject for 
tragedies. . . . Should not the fate of this martyr 
be a thankful task for the pen — the fancy — ^the 
heart of a dramatic author ? 

Also the funeral of the Grand Duke was forgotten, 
the cholera abated in fury, and the theatres were Re- 
opened. ... By the middle of September, more- 
over, the firing of the guns from the fortress 
announced the capitulation , of Warsaw 1 At last 1 
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Social life resumed its -wonted gay and noi^ 
aspect, the theatres were frequented more than 
ever — and surprise, nay, astonishment was created 
by the German performances, which ordinarily 
received so little attention 1 A noh repertoire was 
displayed “ Emilia Glalotti “ King Eruno,” 
"Blise von Valberg,” "Pouhne,** '^Schem und 
Sein, ’ “Der Muller und Sein Kind,” “Mane Louise 
d’Orleans,” ** Fnednoh August m Madrid,’ 
** PfeSerrosel ” and all comedies then now* 

and very popular were noted with seal and much 
good wiU At the end of a year Pnneo Gngann 
could produce a surplus — tho first of any of the 
Imperial stages in St Petersburg or that of the 
Gorman theatre* 

My friends congratulated mo on this success as if 
I alone had obtained it 

Before mo there lies an old Bt Petersburg corres- 
pondence from tho spnng of 1832, about tho German 
theatre on tho No^ a, published in Theodor IIoU s 
Dresden * Litcmnschcs Nolizcnblntt,” which I shall 
quote hero as a chamctenetic mark of tho omber- 
auco of those days I quote literally — 

“Dramatic art has many altars and temples in 
this magniGccnt impcnal city, which, besides tho 
largo number of foreigners of every nation, of 
Germnns alone has 40,000 tho senous and merry 
play of tho rau»C5 docs not at least lack an altar or 
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liearth. And indeed here, too, the three cardinal 
languages that characterize the whole life in Peters- 
burg, the Russian, German, and French, are equally 
provided for. The Italian opera, which formerly 
was likewise heard here, has been given up for very 
good reasons some years ago, and people do not miss 
it But if we were to be questioned about the 
-artistic enjoyment which we had m these temples 
of Melpomene and Thaha, we could only give the 
following answer to it The Russian theatre, the 
first in St. Petersburg, as far as size and splendour 
are concerned (wherefore it also bears the name of 
the ‘ great stone theatre ’), and is to be compared 
only, perhaps, to the Berhn Opera House, could, as 
we are not much acquainted with the Russian 
language, of course not have much interest for us. 
‘Only the dexterity with which the Russians execute 
the greatest and most difficult ballets, and the 
tasteful display of pomp which appears in it, excited 
our admiration ; for example, in the representation 
of the French ballet ‘ La Lunatique.’ However, 
on special occasions, particularly when great operas 
■are bemg performed, the German company, too, 
play in this * great stone theatre," which is one of 
“the beautiful proofs of justice shown to foreigners 
in the Russian residence. How, as regards the 
httle French theatre in the Hewsky-Prospect, near 
the Amtzky Palace, the artistic enjoyment which 
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one finds in this pretty bouse is that same nnolter- 
able one which the well known peculiar manner of 
the French stage-artistes can give to those who 
have a taste for it That agile hastiness and 
inimitable elegance with which the French repre- 
sent to ns their drawing room pieces and witty 
vandevillea, may also be diacemed in our French 
artistes, as a talent worthy of special notice, we 
can without hesitation mention Madame Bourbier on 
this stage Bat the French histnomc art romams 
stationaiy with its amall comedies, vaudovillos, 
molodramaa, and farces It never rises to the more 
senoua kind 

“ The best and most enjoyable for troo lowers of 
art 18 hero found on the German stage which boars 
tbo name of the ‘Now Gorman Tliontro,’ and is 
sitnatod near the Simjonoffky bndgo, opposite the 
old Moscow Polnco , tbo building was formerly 
used as a circus. Not as if the Gorman thcotro 
hero dconpiod a spocmlly high position , on the 
contrary, tho productions and efforts of the German 
theatre company of this place are, on tho whole, 
much behind what might bo done by them, taking 
into considcmtion tho inatonal and means at Ihcir 
disposal Tlowovor, the Gorman stage possesses all 
that la truly cla sical in dramatic art, really artw-^ 
tic, and goDuine, which may bo found in St Fetor* 
burg, and which wo should bo extremely sorry 
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efer to Fraulein Caroline Bauer, 
actress, who has for more than a 
lalf a decade) ranked with the first 
tes of Grermany and France, such as 
i Berhn and Mdlle. Mars in Pans, 
Qg time was the delight of Berlin, 
igh reputation followed her here, also 
s abundance of what is beautiful, 
>-ht, and truly classical. Every 
I showed us this incomparably beauti- 
>ful artiste, whose genius is so great 
T, art and nature have become one 
us one of the most heartfelt enjoy- 
his experience we share with all our 
nds whom Art, which 
ee from the false constramt of rules/ 
draws to those muses’ feasts which 
oline Bauer prepares for us For at 
arance this great artiste is received by 
m Thalia’s halls with most bvely 
s of applause ; mdeed, hardly any 
tic * abtiste on her first appearance 
■rmmphs as our Bauer scored, accord- 
ports of all the journals who give an 
r from Berlin. The Grerman theatre, 
ngratulate itself on her acquisition, 
sojourn in our walls, without doubt 
ost frequented m all St Petersburg; 
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and what is especially worthy of notice, the charm 
mg artiste has understood through her truly great 
performances how to swell the audience, even by a 
large number of Russians from the highest families 
and ranks It may be said that every oppeamnce 
of hers on the stage is a tnnmph for her For 
each time that Fr&ulein Bauer makes her appearance 
she IB called before the curtain anew, which, for 
example, has gone so far in one of her naive, 
favourite rtf /«j, the ‘PfeSeirdsel* (which, however, 
iB too poor a pieoe for her abihty), that after a 
seven times consecutively repeated reprosontation, 
within a few weeks, she was again and again called 
the seventh tune To be sure, it might bo asked if 
her unusually pleasing appearance ond her incom 
pamhly charming figure might not have a share in 
tins degroo of ovation , but the coldest spectator, 
after considonng the groat worth of her artistic 
performance, which undoubtedly stands in the first 
rank of the beautiful, will have to grant that not 
beauty but art hero rocoivos just applause Besides, 
the rnro application with which our artiste, who is 
celebrated in \cr80 and prose, by men and women, 
m German, French, and even m the Russian 
language, do>otcs licrsoU to her calling is truly 
worthy of admiration, and explicable only by lior 
undoubted BUpenonty in orL 

‘ Her chief tvUs are ‘ Donna Diana,* * I*rccio«, 
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and the ‘ Blmdo Gabriele.’ All three are, properly 
spealaug, tests of dramatic art, and so called roles 
de foicc. "Wo must own that especially the Donna 
Diana of our Bauer eclipses in address and charm, 
the play of all German actresses whom we have seen 
in that part, including that of Mad. Neumann, and 
that we can solely compare our Donna Diana with 
the masterly representation of Mad. Stich, who is, 
perhaps, unsurpassable in this character If, indeed. 
Mad. Stich might, perhaps, stand above Fraulem 
Bauer as far as classical attitude and southern 
passion are concerned, we must, on the other hand, 
ascribe to the latter an indescribably enchanting 
blending of the southern passion with German 
Gemuthlichkeit (geniality) in the subtlest parts of 
the spiritual and delicately-wrought drama, and also 
a higher, more heartfelt conception of some of the 
luminous points of the play. The latter is true,, 
especially where the deceiver, who finds herself 
deceived, exhibits a despair that borders on the 
naive; of the scene in the garden that compelled 
universal applause ; finally, of the concluding 
scene, where the artiste, with an indescribable 
mixture of chaste self-control and ardent love, pro- 
nounced the words : ‘ Du Fragst ? Du selbst bist es, 
Tyrann ! ’ (‘ You ask ? It is yourself, tyrant ’ ’) 

“In ‘ Preciosa,’ partly the universal charm of 
the representation, partly the perfectly equal sue- 
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ceaa of the acting, eingiog, and dancing, vms truly 
remarkable Finally, m the ‘ Blinde Ghibnele, 
Fraulein Bauer caused the moat universal and most 
justified admiration by the very faithful and yet at 
the same tame, very pleasing imitation of the 
natural defect of blmdnesa, in that she did by no 
means shut her eyes, nor, as it is cpmmonly done, 
make use of a machine, and also by the transition, 
exquisitely given, of the bhnd into the Boemg state 
**We regret to bear, however, that tho sweet 
artiste intends to quit St Petersburg in a year, 
when her contract expires All the happier wo 
doom, therefore, our beloved Germany, whoso 
attention wo hereby draw to tho high artistio enjoy 
mont which is in store for it. It should bo known 
that Karolmo Bauer has resolved after tho oxpira 
tion of her contnict m St Petersburg, to under 
take a great professional tour through Germany 
"Whether a good gtnius will lead her back into our 
northern paradise after that, wo must leave to tho 
genius of art to decide Yotivo tablets will, at 
least, not bo wanting I * 

• ••*>■ 

■\^ ho was Roman Andrcitsch ? IIis name and 
plcasnut face have been utterly effaced from my 
memory m tho battle of tune 

There ho before me, besides, also several old St 
Petersburg llaatrc bills, pnuted on while ami pmk 
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satin, intended to be handed to tlie Court as special 
invitations for benefit-night. For the sake of 
cunosit}^ I sliall here give a specimen of such an 
invitation. It runs thus — 

“17 October, 1831, for the benefit of Mdlle. 
Karolme Bauer : In the New Theatre at the 
Simionow Bridge, His Imperial Majesty will have 
represented by German actors : 

“ PfefCer-Bosel, oder die Frankfurter Messe 1297. 

“ Tickets for private boxes, arm chairs, and chairs 
ma}^ be had at the residence of Mdlle. Bauer, in 
Little Stallhofstrasse, No. 21, the house of General 
"Werigin, second gate from the Newsky Prospect, 
first flat ” 

The arrangements for such benefit-nights, where 
a thousand regards had to be had for all-powerful 
gen tlemen-in- waiting and servants-in- waiting, were 
in the hands of the able theatrical secretary, Peter 
Jemuseus, who was privileged to celebrate his 
forty years jubilee at the German Court Theatre of 
St Petersburg in 1856. 

Had the Court but a few times honoured the per-- 
formances with its presence, the fashionable Russian 
families would have followed. It seems that the im- 
pression made by the previous performances of the 
German actors had had such a lasting deterrent 
effect on the Imperial family, that they willmgly 
renounced the renewal of such an enjoyment. No- 
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body thouglifc that more natural than I did, when I 
recalled the luoklesB " hfann im Feuer ” o£ the year 
1828 I was therefore no little sarpnsod when, at 
my second benefit, the Emperor and Empress ap- 
peared m the Oourt-box, and Prince Wolkonski, in 
the name of their Imperial Majesties, handed me a 
costly golden diadem sot with a sparkhng gem, at the 
end of the first act of '* Fnednoh Angnst in Madrid ** 
Indeed, the very building would suffice to detor the 
Court from coming , for the dark, dirty circus theatro 
was not by any moans invitmg The German actors 
felt as if released from exile when they, too, wore 
allowed to play m the largo magnifioont AJoxAndor 
Theatre, and afterwards, like the oxcollont French 
troop, in the very pretty, elegant Michael Theatre 
The Empress Alexandra had sent for mo im 
mediately after my first debuts and welcomed mo m 
an exceedingly graoioas manner It is impossible 
to look more imposing, and at the same time graceful, 
to walk and salute more ologaully, than did this 
rnnccss at that time When slio danced she out- 
shone, as I had several opportunities of obaemng, 
the youngest and most blooming beauties Although 
tall and stately, she glulwl nlong like a fairy queen 
Empress Aloxnndm had not merely inhonted from 
her mother, Queen the majc^tio bennng, Imt 

also her enchanting sweetness, as the Ilorlinprs 
proudly said of their royal daughter T ventured 
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to ask Her j\Ia3esfcj during fclie audience if the poor 
German tlicatrc might not hope for the high honour 
of an early visit ? Then she replied sweetly, gra- 
ciously, and in a right genial German way . “ Ah, I 
should be only too glad to see you as ‘ Kathchen 
von Heilbronn,’ but,” she added, smiling, “the 
other ladies, I am sure, will be too comical in the 
play , I cannot forget how they hold their pocket- 
handkerchiefs ” . . . At the same time she stretched 
out her arm stiffly, gmgerly held her cambric, cast 
down her e^^'es, and made such a country- maiden-like 
face, and seemed so merry at her imitative art, that 
I had great difficulty in remaining grave. 

The people in St Petersburg fondly and proudly 
repeated that Hicolas was sincerely and faithfully 
devoted to his spouse, that he knew how to ap- 
preciate her character and intellectual qualities and 
her gracefulness , Alexandra was his first love, and 
still his adored ideal. At the same time people 
would laugh heartily and mock at those women who 
endeavoured to draw the Emperor into their nets 
In this manner once the most beautiful woman of 
St. Petersburg, the young wife of an old general, 
was pointed out to me, and I was told that this 
lady had once during a dance tenderly whispered to 
the Emperor . “ Oh, how happy lam, your Majesty, 
to be allowed to dance with the handsomest man in 
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the Empire 1 ” and that Nicolas had coldly 
rephed “iladame, I am handsome only for my 
wife ** Even though the Czar did not 

refuse his homage to beauty and youth, even 
though the town knew many tales about his divers 
Itatscms with pnuoesses and countesses, French and 
German actresses, Nicolas* heart remained to his 
Bpouae, and the latter — who after an illness, like 
Louise of TV’eimar, had to renounce the most inti 
mate connection with her husband — is said never 
to have shown jealousy Nay, Countess Forsen 
oven asserted that Nicolas and Alexandra woro 
often greatly diverted at the poor creatures who 
wore so proud when the Czar would, in an amorous 
humour, descend to thorn for a short hour os lustful 
Jupiter of old did to the dust-bom daughters of the 
earth 

Countess Ferson— despite her widely known ro- 
lotiODsbip to Pastor Muralt — had connections as 
well with tho Court. Her father in law Imd boon 
the fomous gallant general of Knlhcnno IT , and 
her husband a high Court official — and her son was 
in my lime a popular officer and tho handsomest 
and most coveted dancer nt tho Court bills 

Pastor Murilt always Imd much to tell nlmut tho 
Court that was new and mtorcstmg Through Ins 
friendship with "Mimstor Canenn nnd lliroiij^h hm 
bus) social intercourse m tho most fnshiomblo 
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Tiouses, whose sons were or had been. kis. pupils, he 
learned all Court news from the first sources. He 
was also on terms of friendship with old Fraulein 
l¥ildermeth, a Swiss lady, andl late governess to the 
Empress Alexandra, she was his most influential 
mediatrix at Court. Also the tutors of the Grand 
Dukes were mostly former pupils of Murait or at 
least recommended by him. Thus Monsieuir Gile, 
a schoolfellow of my brother Loms from Heuchatel, 
and my most zealous partner at a dance m the 
j)ension Guyot, on Muralt’s recommendation gave 
lessons to Grand Duke Alexander, the heir-apparent 
t6 the throne , it was M. Gde of whose tight boots 
and consequent tortures I have spoken on a former 
occasion 

"When my brother Louis became tutor to' the 
third son of Prince Ilanon Wasiljewitsch Wasiltschr- 
kow, the young Sergius, he recognized lu the tutor 
of the second son likewise an old scboolfellow. Ml 
Yersin, from i\iQ pension Droz. 

As Prince Wasiltschikow was an mtimate friend 
of the Ifmperor Nicolas, so were his sons intimately 
associated with the young Grand Dukes , they were 
present at all the juvenile parties at the Wmter 
Palace, always accompanied by their tutors Xn 
this way my brother became acquainted with the 
inner Court and family life of the Czar — of course 
only as a modest spectator — and after such parties 
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ie wodU hasten to see na to give ua a merry aoooant 
of all ho had Been and heard 

Alexander, the Grand Dute and Baccessor to the 
throne, the Naaledmok, was a handsome, talented 
boy of thirteen in 1881 he iras educated together 
•with a young Count 'Wilhorski, and the son of 
General PattnL On each bohday the heir apparent 
■was permitted to invite ton to twenty boys, among 
■whom vrore always the young Wosiltsohikowa and 
several pupHs from Murnlt’s institute On these 
oocasions they indulged in merry games and 
donees 

My brother Louts always rotamod from sndh 
/ila tnlimes tn the Winter Palace — in Zarshojo 
Solo or Petorhof — perfectly intoxicated with the 
amiobihty and genuine burgess like geniality of the 
Imponal family, and •was never tired of repealing 

‘ Tou cannot imagine how gonial and gay are the 
Emperor Nicolas, the rigid, sovoro autocrat, and 
Empress Alexandra, the proudest princess, in the 
circle of happy youth I There they aro only pater 
and mntorfamilias, and the highest family happincn 
beams forth from their eyes "Vesterday when a 
Pran/nisc was being danced, the Fmperor and liis 
eldest daughter, the beautiful, fair Grind Diichi <s 
Mane were the ns ii ns of the I mpn^i tlexaiidri 
and the young htirmpparent During the whol 
dance Nicolas liad his little son tfichacl on hi< arni. 
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and wlieu he danced the ‘ solo des messieurs ’ with 
gay enliechats and imoiieiles he presented, on both 
hands, each time ho bowed to the Empress, httle 
Michael to her to kiss — a charming yewe-scene of 
the purest family bliss, which deserved to be pamted 
by a master ! . . . And how affectionate the Im- 
perial couple are to one another — just hke two 
amorous lovers. I have often seen how ISTicoIas 
with a passing smile whispered some tender word 
to her, and she, blushing, gave him a little blow with 
her fan — whereupon ho quickly seized her hand and 
kissed her on her wonderfully beautiful bare 
shoulder. Once I heard such an amorous, jocular 
remark : “ Madame, vous ^tes divinement belle-— 
et votre dpaule. . . .” 

The Berlin sculptor Wichmann, a brother of 
Countess Waldenburg, whom I mentioned in a pre- 
vious chapter, and who stayed in St. Petersburg for 
a time for the purpose of making a life-size marble 
statue of Alexandra, by command of the Emperor — 
•once remarked in my presence at a party : “ The Em- 
peror often visited me when I was at my work, and 
with a hvely interest followed its growth. When 
the statue was finished he exclaimed enraptured : 

‘ Yes, these are the noble, beautiful features of my 
beloved matuscJiha * That is quite the classical 
profile of my Alexandra — her splendid neck ! . — 

* A Yery common Russian pet word for mother or wife. 
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and affectionately, like a lover, he drew my lofty 
model to hia bosom and kaesed it in a very plam, 
hearty way ’* 

If I am not mistaken, this is the same sitting- 
Btatne of the Empress Alexandra which was sent as 
a present to her father, Fnednch Wilbolm ITT. , and 
was placed m a semi-ciroular room m the castle of 
Qharlottenhurg 

People related and heard with emotion how ten 
derly and lovingly Nicolas had prepared the Em- 
press for the approaching death of her oldest and 
most confidential woman in waiting — and how 
Alexandra wept her full on hia breast 

Ohnstmas was colobmtod at the Court quite m 
tbo German fashion As pater and roatcrfainilias 
the Imperial couple tbemsolvcs arranged the Chnst- 
mas prcBonts for their children, thonenrest courtiers 
and the most faithful sonmnts, and led everyone to 
the festively decked place under the blazing fir 
trees And wlmt an amount of affectionato 

fcissingwas indulged m nt the timol The Emperor 
Nicolas was desperately fond of kissing l'\Ln 
when ho entered tho Impcnnl box in tlic thentro ho 
took no notice of tho plo} or audience till lio liad 
kis«od nil hi8 children one after tho othtr, to tho 
flclipht of tho wliolo nudionco 

"NVhou tho Empress Aloxnndm for tho first lime, 
Visited a rural lodge, ** Sclski Domik/ buHtforlicr 
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at her summer seat, Zarizin-Ostrow (Empress’ 
Island), a pensioner came to meet her as the 
guardian of the house. He was decked with the 
medal of the Turkish war of 1828-29 ; upon his left 
sleeye he wore the white stripes for twenty years’ 
service Kissing the edge of her garment, after the 
Russian fashion he said . “ Here I would devote my 
life to thy service.” 

But Alexandra had recognised the voice and the 
invalid; she sank into his arms much moved, and 
exclaimed with tears . “ ISTo, the fatherland cannot 
yet pension you, for you are not yet an invalid, 
thank God * ” 

The coat of the invalid was preserved by the 
Empress at Selski-Domik 
Hnder a bust of the Empress the Emperor 
Hicolas had the words written : “ Happiness of my 
life ” And when in 1837 the proud Winter Palace 
was consumed by fire he cried in distress “Let 
everything burn, only fetch from my study the 
pocket-book with the letters which my wife wrote 
to me when she was my bride ! ” 

The autocrat of all the Russias often found great 
pleasure m engaging m a scufi3.e with half-a-dozen 
smart boys, and would utter loud cries of delight 
when he shook off one after the other as the wild 
boar does the barking hounds 

Once a poor woman complained to the Emperor 
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that her only son had been pressed into semoo 
against the proTisiona of the law 

“ Is that tme?” the Ozar inquired of a general. 
“ No She has two sons I have only taken the 
eldest,” was hia reply, stammered because untrue 
** Then let the oldest be discharged and take the 
second! ” the Emperor commanded, with a threaten- 
ing mien 
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IN HOLT RUSSIA- (Continued). 

Kruger — 16,000 Bottles of Ruai for the Toothache — 
Spring — The Breaking of the Ice — The Czae^s 
Humour — Brede — Distressing Scene — A Peibnd 
IN Need — The Grand Duchess Marie — She Marries 
THE Duke of Leuchtenberg — The Grand Duchess 
Alexandra — She Marries Prince Friedrich op 
Hesse-Daumstadt — Her Death — The Grand Duchess 
Olga — Her Love — She is Compelled to Marrt Prince 
Karl of Wurtemberg — Picture of the Empress 
Catherine II, — The Skeletons in the Dungeon — The 
Ill-fated Princess op Wurtemberg — ’The Grand 
Duchess Helene — The Grand Duke Michael — 
Starring Engagements — W ilhelm Kruger — His 
Melancholy — He Attempts Suicide Several Times — 
Is Pensioned — Charlotte von Hagn — Eivalry — ^A 
Drawn Battle — Die Papagbien — Parrot Wieland — 
Mdlle. Bouebiee — ^A Czar’s Kiss — Criticism on 
Charlotte von Hagn — Eussian Performances — The 
Eussian Artist EIaeatygin — ^Maillot — ^Hee Hopeless 
Love for Kicolini. 

In tlie spnng of 1832 mj Berlin friend, Kruger, the 
famous painter of portraits, reviews, and horses, 
came to St. Petersburg bj order of the Emperor 
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to paint Bereral reviews and portraits Bogarding 
hifl terms the Emperor said to him, smiling — 

Be sore to charge very high, dear KrUgor, for ** 
— pointing to Pnnce Wolfconski, the ministor of the 
Imperial house, who was standing by — “this old miaor 
here, who is always afraid that we shall have to bog 
some day, is sure to boat you down low enough ** 
The Emperor had commanded that Krtlger should 
receive as a special mark of his satisfaction a costly 
gold watch sot with diamonds But this watch 
had previously to pass through the hands of Bovcral 
gcfnumo Russian ofEcials To the one pair the 
diamonds stock fast, to the other the gold, so that 
Krflger received a very ordinary silver watch 
“When ho thanked the Emperor for the present, lie, 
on the first siraHar occasion, purposely pulled out 
the watch so that the donor must soo it 

“Thoro you seo now, dear Knlgor, how I am 
robbed,” tbo Emperor said m agitation, ** but if I 
■won\d and could pvuush nU the thieves \n tay realm 
as they deserved, Sibona oven were not largo cnongli 
to receive them, and Russia would bo n waste as 
Sibena is now P 

KrQgcr received another watch from the Fm 
peror's own hand, and no more wns beard of tho 
llucvca. 

As a proof of tho veracity of tlio t mpororV 
aSimrtionB regarding tlio boldness and dctermina 
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tiou of the K-ussiau thieving propensity, there was 
narrated another little swindle, which would be 
incredible, if such a word wore at all in existence in 
H 0 I 3 ’ Russia. 

Once vhen, after having experienced something 
like the alTair of Kruger’s watch, the Emperor and 
Emprc'^s exaiuiucd tho ]ournal of the household 
expenses, they tliere found, day after day, entered a 
bottle of rum for the use of the Kaslednick. But 
Grand Duke Alexander was but twelve years at 
that time ; why did he need a bottle of rum 
daily ? Had he perhaps a secret inclination for 
punch and grog — despite his youth ? Dreadful I 
And however far the alarmed parents looked back 
in the journal — to the earlier, nay, to the baby- 
days of the heir-apparent, a bottle of rum for the 
Haslednick was charged every day. Yes ; this 
bottle was even marked on the day of his birth, 
and indeed for many, many more days and years 
before. . . . At last the strange riddle was solved. 
On the 10th December, 1787, the body physician 
had ordered for the then Hasledmck Alexander 
Pawlowitsch a teaspoonful of rum for toothache, 
and a bottle of rum had furnished for the 

purpose by the chief butler. . . . And owing to 
this teaspoonful of rum, the Court had had to pay 
for 16,000 bottles of rum in the course of forty- 
three years ! What had become of them ? Perhaps 
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a Court butler found time in Siberia to consider 
that quesbon But after this disclosure the Em- 
peror made a contract with a purrojor to furnish 
the board for hia family and his whole Court, oven 
down to the stable-boy Although the Emperor 
paid for himself and the Empress the sum of 100 
roubles board money, and 26 for each of the Grand 
Dnlces and Dnohessca, also 20 roubles for the ladies 
and gentlemen at Court, and so downwards to 
three roubles for each stable-boy, the expenses for 
the maintenance of the Court wore greatly diminished 
thereby The very praotical and saving Crown 
Pnncess Victoria of Prussm has adopted the same 
plum 

Once I saw the Emperor in his heroic itatohness, 
surrounded by his Court, on the occasion of the 
water consecration of the Nova, which, in favoumblo 
weather, every rear becomes a ventable popular 
spring feast for the whole of St Petersburg 

On a sunny momiug in early April, the thunder 
of the cannons in the foiiroEs announced the glad 
nows The ice of the Kova breaks, spring has ar- 
rived 1 All the world hnstonod to the banks of the 
Nova 

From the gate of the fortress issues the com 
mandant of St Petersburg with a bnlhant staff , 
he enters an ornamented skiff and cros es o\ or to the 
^Vlntcr Palace The h mjicror and his whole family 
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and Coiirb appear upon a raraparfc on the bank — the 
ladies dressed in the becoming costumes of the 
national old Russian st3de, made of velvet and 
precious furs , proud priests in shining robes dip a 
crucifix into the water, and pronounce the benedic- 
tion on it, that it may be a blessing to navigation, 
and cause no inundations The commandant fills 
a crystal cup inth the clear water of the Neva, and 
hands it to tlio Czar. He waves it around his head 
and empties it to the well-being of St. Petersburg, 
to the V eal of Holy Russia . . and returns the 

cup, filled with gold, to the happy commandant of 
the fortress 

Formerl}^ it had been the custom that the Emperor 
filled the glass with ducats to the brim But when 
the glass grew in size from year to year, and the 
Emperor had to swallow ever greater quantities of 
water, then Nicolas limited the sum to 200 ducats, 
because, he said, he feared he would eventually have 
to empty quite a pailful of water, and to fill it with 
gold 

Also the Czar Nicolas had inherited a vein of the 
biting tyrannical humour of his brother Constantine, 
who once marched a whole battalion to their chins 
into the Vistula Thus Nicolas once walked 
through a wood with his adjutant Suddenly a 
marshy water intercepts the path No bridge 
across I Then a peasant arrives and offers to carry 
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across tho noknowii geutlemaD The Emperor is 
already safely on the opposite bank, and the General 
on the back of the peasant m mid stream Then 
Nioolaa cnes out lustily — 

“Muschick, ril give you 50 roubles if yon drop 
your man in the water ** 

“ Muschick, and I give you 100 if you carry mo 
orer *’ 

“ Muschick, 600 roubles if you lot him drop ** 

** Muschick, 1,000 roubles, but across quickly ** 
The Muschick having advanced a few steps at 
each incroascd offer of the adjutant, the latter at 
last stands safely before his laughing master 
It IS said that the Imperial family arcluvos in St 
Petersburg presorvo tbo following account ns a 
curiosity — 

P«U to ft muMhvdk wUo earned Hu lUjeftty 

across ft streftm roables 10 

Djtto to earrjlngftcrort iny person , 1,”00 

bam totfti rontlrs 1^10 

which lom I hire receired bock la fall 

SoLTisow, AdjnUnl-OciicrftL 

And the Russian autocrat, before whom ciLryono 
had humbly to ho doan m the snow when the Cxar 
whisked past in his little sleigh , who, witli a single 
stroke of the pen, condemned hundreds to t(io 
knout, or to transportation to Silionn, willi unmorc’l 
c)C 5 and Gnn hand — this singular roan could »uJ 
dtoly be soft like a child 
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In tlie month of January, 1834, there prevailed a 
low temperature in St. Petersburg, such as had not 
been experienced for years The residence, usually 
so lively, scorned as if sunk in slumber. All theatres 
were closed by order of the Emperor ; concerts and 
balls were postponed, for the fashionable and rich, 
generally not over indulgent to coachmen and 
horses, had, nevertheless, now a touch of human 
feeling, and would not have their carriages waiting 
for hours in the open air during the grim cold. 

Unavoidable drives of military men, officials, 
business men, etc , were performed rapidly in 
covered and well-closed sleighs. But the pedestrians, 
in their enormous caclie-nez^ really looked almost 
too comical. When any friends did call, in spite of 
the dreadful cold, it took some minutes before they 
could divest themselves of their protecting wraps ; 
when the point of the nose appeared suspiciously 
white on such occasions the frozen part was, amidst 
laughter, carefully rubbed with snow in order to 
restore it to life. 

Brother Louis called on us one Sunday afternoon, 
notwithstanding the cold. We settled down to a 
comfortable cup of coffee, all feeling very cosy in a 
warm, snug room, removed from any of those cares 
that lay so heavy on many others in this trying 
time. We spoke of the distress of the poorer 
classes. “ Fortunately wood is cheap in St. Peters- 
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burg, and the people are ready to help their fellow- 
men,** my mother said , nobody will be starred or 
die of cold here ** Hardly had the last word been 
uttered when the door bell was rung violently The 
girl announced, with much agitation ** A man, with 
a greatly perturbed countenance, will not quit tho 
ante-chamber I He looks at tbo proffered money in 
bewilderment, uttering at tho same time 'My wifo 
has died — miss — help 1 * 

Louis ro3o to look after tho intruder "Wo heard 
speaking, sobbing, a piercing cry, and hastened 
after tny brother Thoro wo saw him, as if etunnod 
by what ho had heard, standing in front of an old 
man who, faint and almost nnoonscious, hod sunk 
upon a chair 

How great was ray nBlomshracnt when I recog- 
nised in tbo unhappy man tho actor Brodo I Towards 
tho cud of October he had come to St Petersburg 
on chance, together with his family, hoping to find 
an engagement IIo did not succeed in his (kbutf 
and twice his German fellow actors clubbed together 
to enable him to return to Germany Nolmtly had 
seen him since, and all thought that ho had arnvt'd 
in Germany before tho outbreak of winter 

My brothtr repcate<l touawliat tho unhappy man 
had told him Bnolc wa-^ at tho timo living in orn 
of thesnburbs among Bus mns of the lowt^t cla«i, 
his wift had been confined, and it liad Ixxn 
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sary to postpone his departure ]jittle by little 
Brede had sold everything, till he was entirely left 
without any means of subsistence To - ask his 
brother actors a third time for their help he had 
not ventured. Now his wife had died on the 
previous day, the babe was without a nurse, his 
boys cried with despair and hunger, his elder 
daughter had broken down to-day exhausted — no 
fuel, no bread, no money. . . So he had rushed 

away to look up his Grerman brethren, and to tell 
them his story . . “ What is to be done ? The 

poor fellow will lose his reason, I fear.” 

We conducted Brede into the sittmgrroom, re- 
freshed him with coffee, and tried to console and 
pacify him Quickly we made up a little basket of 
wane, tea, bread, and sugar Louis had meanwhile 
got a sleigh, and drove away with the unfortunate 
man to the abode of misery, promising speedy 
return 

I held a council with my mother as to what 
was to be done, for mere superficial help could do 
Brede no good The man must receive the means 
to enable him to return to Germany. Then the 
idea struck me that I would communicate every- 
thmg to our dear Pastor Muralt, the guardian angel 
of the aliens, to whom every needy or distressed 
person could apply with confidence. 

In a few words I described the condition of the 
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family I wrote aa my heart dictated, and, despite 
the cold, OUT maid took the letter acroaa to onr 
neighbour the pastor She returned, almost froren, 
and reported that the pastor had just been on the 
point of dnvmg to the TVinter Palace, but had read 
the letter, and said ** To-morrow morning I shall 
myself bnng the answer I ** 'Wo began to breathe 
more freely, but wore, novertboless, anxiously await- 
ing my brother’s return Night had sot in mean 
while, and the cold still increased Tho WnsiUsolu 
kowB sent to inquire whether thoir tutor had mot 
with an accident, sinco ho bad not returned for 
supper In a fovonsh cxxcitoraont wo listened to 
every sleigh hell After dreadful hours of susponso 
my brother at lost returned, ho looked palo and 
oxhansted. 

“ I should not caro to sco such a heart rending 
Bight again,” ho cnod Brodo led mo across a 
largo gloomy courtyard to a kind of shod or coach 
house, in n small damp room there lay tlio corpse 
of tho poor mother upon rotten straw 1 The babe, 
chnging to tho cold, sliU breast, sought in \am for 
food Two hoys of six and ^oven, perfect pictures 
of misoiy, wept aloud, tho older daughter was 
kneeling at Iho bed of her dead inotlu r, hut was 
hcraclf too weak to be ablo to nurso ibo balx' A 
clammy cold prcvnilwl in the dmiunl room I entd 
m tho front house for tho Dwornik (p)rt» r), who 
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came forward slowly, and m a surly mood ; I gave 
liim money to warm him up a little ; what little I 
know of E-uss did me good service. He became 
more obliging after he had received the money, 
brought wood and tea, and took the babe to give 
him meanwhile into his wife’s charge Then I 
helped to carry the corpse out of the room, dis- 
tributed the victuals, bought new straw, and had the 
cld removed. I left the unfortunate family in a 
warm room, and full of gratitude. But now good- 
night ' ” 

Next morning at 11 o’clock, Pastor Muralt came 
and cried, beaming with joy : “ Everything has 
succeeded beyond expectation! Just look!” and, 
so saying, he put a handful of gold pieces upon the 
table “ Yes, your letter has done it How beauti- 
fully and touchingly have you, m a few lines, 
depicted their misery ! I would say in my Zurich 
Grerman : ‘Has zsc/ii 'prachti g’si/' (That was 
splendid !) . . But now, quickly, what is most neces- 
sary ? — I am in a hurry ! The poor woman must 
be buried, the sons be boarded out with honest 
people, the babe must have a nurse. I am just 
returning from the den — for that is the only proper 
term for the dwelling. For the father it is better- 
that he should return with his daughter to his 
Grerman home; the boys can be well brought up 
here ” 
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" Oh, yoa glonous fnend to mankind I Bat 
whence have yon got all the money? ** 

‘‘Whence? From the Emperor, the Empress, 
and the three darlmg Grand Duchesses, When I 
received your letter I was just starting for the 
Winter Palace to giro the Pnnccssos nows of a 
beloved teacher who has received leavo of absence 
for a journey to her native country, Gonovn, When 
I had dehvored my messages, and tho dear darlings 
were chatting with mo very pleasantly, I said 
‘ Will your Imperial Highnesses read how strangers 
faro in your beautiful rosidonco P Will you assist 
tho poor?* ‘Oertamlyl* throe gay, clear voices 
cnod So I read out your letter Tho oldest 
Grand Duchess took it from roy hnnil, saying 
‘ Momma must read that loo ! * and liastcncd away 
Tho others went to their little drawers and brought 
ont pretty little purses, put in their liny little 
hands, and with n childish delight they brought to 
mo shining gold pieces It was not long before 
tho door to tho adjoining room opened, and who do 
you think stopped m? — Ibo hmperor, tho I nipn'*', 
and tho Grand Duchess JMano on her fathers arm 1 
* IS ell done I Jsicolns cned, gracionslv ‘^^^ll 
done, pastor 1 lou Imvo given mv danghtrr;^ nn 
opportunity to do gowl, and I nm In'artdv gtal 
that mv children Inre ftU d*'hglit m doin;, it f * 

*' Oh " cned Muralt, exaltedly, “ if you hvl 
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able to admire the group as I did I The 'majestic 
father, the beautiful happy mother, and th4 charm- 
ing daughters 1 G-rand Duchess Mane held the 
Emperor in embrace, Alexandra leaned on his bre^b, 
and the youngest, Olga, held his hand and kissed it 
tenderly. It was a ravishing sight I ” 

“ And now hasten to our German Croesus,’* 
Muralt continued, gaily. “ If Baron Steightz sub- 
scnbes a sum because of your letter, the first and 
richest families wiU follow his example.” 

This step, too, was richly rewarded. 

Eight days after this Brede bade good-bye to his 
sons, a watchmaker and a saddler had taken the 
children, and treated them like their own. The 
smallest had been entrusted to a respectable nurse, 
and was to be watched by some German mothers. 
The father and daughter, well equipped and amply 
provided with money for travelhng, returned to 
their German home. After deducting all expenses 
there remained a sum of 3,000 roubles. This money 
was well invested, to be handed to the grown-up 
children with interest one day. 

Whenever I afterwards saw the three really 
-charmingly sweet Grand Duchesses — perfect angels’ 
heads on a gold background — I gave them a thank- 
ful nod They were so sweet, and dear, and good-^ 
why could not they, the mighty Czar’s daughters, 
have a happy future too ? 
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The eldest, the •sronderfuUj beautiful fair ifanc, 
had a hot, uugorernable heart, which neither the 
sweet temper of a mother nor the seventy of her 
father could tame. She is said to have told her 
father more than once “ How can I help having 
inherited the hot blood and tho ungovernable heart 
of my great grandmother, Oathcrino IL? I can’t 
help it I must follow my lucUcss heart It is 
my evil fate." 

And so tho proud Ozar obliged to give his oldest 
daughter in 1839 m marriage to tho Iittlo Bavarian 
colonel, Duke of Louohtonbcrg, whoso grandfather 
had hmshed his days uudor the Pans guillotino, and 
whoso father was an adopted sou of tho hated 
Napoleon, and who himself did not call much more 
hiB own tlian lus groon plume, and who besides, to 
tho horror of all orthodox boarded Bussuins and 
tho clergy, was a Roman Oathohe, And when 
tho Duko of Louchtonborg died but a few }car3 
afterwards, tho Czar teas oWiycd to giro his daughter 
Mono to her eqaerry, btroganoff, m morganatic 
wedlock Uo teas obhjed to do so, I say, toatold 
greater disaster Well, how could tho Onnd 

Duchess Mano help tho hot, wild blood of Catfu nno 
in her veins ? 

Grand Duchefs Alexandra was nn nngclic Inin^, 
and not only outwardly She was her father* 
special fatounlo, nud bo was wont to star in 1 «t 
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saloon when Alexandra sang sweefc duets with 
Countess Eossi, the Piedmontese Ambassadress, 
who was once Hennette Son tag. Nay, ^he rigid 
autocrat never could resist Alexandra’s sweet, 
caressing pleas when she placed a trio on the 
music-stand, and he smiling joined in the song. 

Alexandra was wedded to Prince Friedrich of 
Hesse-Darmstadt, although she would rather have 
chosen the Arch-Duke Stephan, Palatine of Hun- 
gary, She faded away like a broken flower. 

When the Emperor Nicolas came to England in 
the spring o£ 1844, in order to demonstrate to Queen 
Yictoria and her Ministers that the “ sick man ” in 
the South of Europe was on his last legs, and that 
England and Russia would do well to quickly divide 
his heritage, lest Austria and France might even- 
tually put in claims for a share in the inherit- 
ance, the awful news overtook him that his Alex- 
andra wished to take her last farewell from her dear 
papa before she departed for ever. 

And the Czar left the “ sick man ” alone and 
hastened to the dying bed of his favourite daughter. 
He gave the “ private baptism ” to her new-born 
child and saw it die in his arms. When Alexandra 
was writhing in the agony of death he held her 
feverish hand, and kissed the crucifix, and pressed 
it to her moaning lips. Her last words were . “ Is it 
not so ? I speak nonsense. Papa — mamma ” 
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Wlien Alexandra was laid in tlio Iraporml tomb 
of tbo RoraanowB in tho church of tbo Potor and 
Paul fortjoss, the Emperor sat in tho qniot night 
and turned over tho leaves of his child’s early diary, 
and his tears foil down upon tho leaves Ho 

read “ ‘ To fade, Bweot roses ’ Sang this song to 
my dear papa for tlie first tirao on tho 0th ^fny, 
1840 ” Then tho mighty Csar could road no fur- 
ther, sobs prevented Inm* 

Alexandra had been fond of a place near a pond 
in tho park of Zarskojo-Sclo, and there fed six vrhito 
swans In this spot tho Emperor Nicolas caused 
her life sizo statue in raarblo to bo erected, but tlio 
SIX white swans wore exchanged for six black ones 
Tho following morning tho white swans were back 
again, and often tho Czar might bo pcen hero feeding 
tho favourites of his departed darling 

Under a picture of Alexandra tho rmperor 
wrote tho words which he had been so fond of hcar- 
20 g from tho sweet mouth, now grown dumb 
** Yc^, I Inoa, papa, that you know no greater 
plcisnro limn to cause mamma pleasure 

No, Chnslmn Stockmar is wrong In hi^ family 
Nicolas was no coincdmn Ho t as the mo^l loving 
husband and father 

"Why shook tho l>cautifiil Grand nucln'*s Olga 
bluslung, her fair, nngihe bend at nil tho rs of 
tnatnn^ii made to !ier b} ' high i>ohlic< ' ? 
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She had a secret love, of which “no one knows 
nought,”^ and the proud Czar was to know nought, 
he least of all. . . But he knew of it neverthe- 

less. . . . 

The lover, a fine-looking officer, was sent to the 
'Caucasus, and the report soon spread that he had 
died there 

Grand Duchess Olga went with her mother to 
Palermo, where they remained a long time. She 
was obliged to marry the Crown Prince Karl of 
Wurtemberg . . but she never was happy with 

him . . . 

ISTo, it is not always a fortunate thing to be an 
Emperor’s daughter 

With great interest we inspected the splendours 
of the Winter Palace and the Hermitage, under the 
guidance of young Count Fersen. I heard the 
famous colossal musical-box execute the overture to 
“ Don Juan ” 

With very peculiar thoughts I beheld the life-size 
picture of the Empress Catherine II A beautiful 
form, draped in white satin, adorned with a sky-blue 
ribbon (of an order), m imposing majestic attitude, 
one arm stretched out as if in command. The 
whole inner life presents itself to our imagination 
at the aspect of this picture. The dark-blond wavy 
hair, bound back and entwined with pearls, reminds 
* Quotation from an old Volkslied 
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me of Mnne Antoinette, the large blue ojes, the 
lofty brow, tbo finely sbnped nose, tbo lovely month 
are irresi^iblo. Besides, a nobly cnrvod neob, 
beantifnlly formed arms and hands — Bnongh , one 
nnderatood that this rare personage, who was, more- 
over, distinguished by sagnoity, high mental powers, 
and enchanting amiability, might venture anything 
Beside the picture, upon a brass pole, sat a largo, 
very old cockatoo Under his eyes, that had an 
uncomfortably intolhgont look, hung groat wrinkles 
I was told that the cockatoo had been a favourite of 
the Empress Cathcnno, and that ho had always 
been about her person From filial regard for the 
Empress, ho was carefully nursoil, and ns lie was 
quiet only in this bnglit hall that was mrely without 
visitors, and in front of the picture of his former 
mistress, the place was ungrudgingly allowed to the 
cockatoo, who was certainly eighty vears old 

The picture also reminded us of my great-grand- 
father, the famous surgeon, Unmdor, m Brunswick 
Cathcnno had, in her last illness, invited him to see 
her Unfortunately lie nmvcii too late, it was im- 
possible to risk the operation by that time , but the 
Gorman physician was nevertheless not dismi<sc<l 
without receiving nch present*, and ho neur tin 1 
of speaking of that journey, and of the graciou'nr't 
and favour of the h mpress 

Upon the portrait of roy great graiidmollicr may 
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be seen a brilliant riviere, the original of whicb the 
Empress had presented to the surgeon for his wife 
. . . and her great-granddaughter, also honoured 
with a beautiful ornament by the descendants of the 
Empress, was permitted to admire the magnificent 
apartments which her great-grandmother had once 
walked in, and may tell the story to-day to posterity. 

St. Petersburg was during my stay shockingly re- 
minded of Catherine’s much-agitated love-life and 
her often so cruel heart 

In the dungeon of a small Russian fortress on the 
Baltic had been found the skeletons of a woman and 
child. This recalled to everybody’s memory the 
gloomy story of the unhappy Princess of Wurtem- 
berg, a born Princess of Braunschweig- Wolfenbuttel 
It was discussed in familiar circles As the wife of 
Prince Piiedrich of Wurtemberg, who had no pros- 
pect for the Wurtemberg succession at that time, 
and had entered the Russian army, the beautiful, 
gay Prmcess had come to the gallant Court of 
Catherine II. She became mother of Prince Wil- 
helm, afterwards King of Wurtemberg , of Prince 
Paul, who made a name for himself m the Cerman 
war of independence and in many love stories , and 
of Princess Catherine, who, as the spouse of Jerome, 
was Queen of Westphalia for some time. 

Empress Catherine II, at first loved the light- 
hearted and warm-blooded Princess of Wurtemberg, 
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aBd took her part in the unfortunate dissensions of 
her married life agnmst her bmtal husband, till the 
Empress became jealous of the younger Princess 
Then she simply sent the inconroniont rival to the 
smd little fortress on the Baltic, the name of ivhioh 
I have forgotten Pnnco Fnednch returned to 
Germany mth his three motherless children, to bo 
first Dako and, through Napoleon, King of Wilr- 
tembeig The Princess romnmed — nobody know 
■where — till the two skeletons were found in that 
walled up dungeon Then fame told tbo following 
story the commandant of tbo fortress had under 
stood how to console bis beautiful pnsoncr, and 
Cnthonno, informed of this by lior spies, had sent 
tho loving commandant to Sibcna No more ivas 
over soon of tho unhappy Pnneess but for 
some days and nights after, nwfnl whining and 
moaning was beard from a subterranean dungeon 
till It likewise censed 

Jinny years after, m tho Irapenal archives, pro- 
bably a note was found about the mystenous dis 
appenmneo of the unhnppj Pnneess of M Ortom 
berg, for, by order of tho Emperor ^leoIns tho 
walled up dungeon w-is opened, and there were 
found tho si ok tons of a woman and a newborn 
babe 

In a former clinpttr of these memoirs, I hnvo 
nlaled something of my disagn'eablo n it to Dole 
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Alcxandor of Wurtcmberg, whose equerry my father 
had once been. 

Tlic Duke’s daugliter, who became afterwards 
Duchc=:s of Koburgj was the only Princess at the 
Russian Court who often assisted at the perform- 
ances of tlic German theatre. She always looked 
lemarkably serious Never did a smile brighten her 
sulky face — uever did she give a sign of applause. 
But at least she came, and thus the Court-box did 
not remain altogether empty. 

The beautiful, highl3’-intellectual Grand Duchess 
ndenc, a daughter of Duke Paul of Wurtemberg, 
and spouse of the Grand Duke j\Iichael, the youngest 
brother of Nicolas, and whose name afterwards was 
so much quoted as that of a patroness of art and 
science, of artistes and savants, was forced to keep 
almost entirely aloof from the German theatre at 
my time, for Michael, her husband and tyrant, was 
alive still 

Also, Gland Duke Michael was a born despot, 
like his father Paul, and his brothers Constantine 
and Nicolas What distressed him most was that 
his despotism was of so little consequence. He 
constantly wearied himself and others, and knew no 
other means to fill this’ void as much as possible but 
a pedantic playing at soldiers. The poor soldiers 
have often bitterly felt his despotic caprice. 

For everything that did not pertain to soldiering 
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Gnmd Duke Michael had acquired n cynical con 
tempt He never tired of eierciaing hia sharp, 
biting wit and Barcaem against art and scionco. 
Every idealism he met with the most contemptuous 
scorn 

What must the Grand Duchess Helene, tho 
amiable idealist, have suffered by the side of this 
barbanan 1 

She was wise enongh to pass her life quite 
quietly, without tho least attempt to attract pubho 
attention Monsieur do Kustme, who has so 
graphically desonbed Russia, said about tho Grand 
Duchess Helono “ Elio ost dlStlngu^o, roais olio a 
I’air do s’onnnyor 1 " 

Bocauso tho Grand Duko Michael hated tho 
German theatre. Grand Duchess Helono was not 
allowed to visit it cither, or to show her good 
work to us artistes 

Slorcovcr, Emperor Nicolas, by way of homage 
to Ills beautiful sister m law, built tho chnmiing 
Michael theatre, for the French troop, nghlopposito 
her Pnlaco Jlichacl — so quickly nnd mjslenou'ly 
tint tho Grand Diiclic‘'S Ilolono was htenllj sur 
pnfid by tho inaugiimtion of tho stage on her 
biiilidav Thus tho German l'nuci"‘S fnquent-d 
the French th ntre, if only from politic rcgartl for 
tho Cxar, or, with her old Uusiian liuihand tin 
Rumau performances tn the '‘gri-at stone theatre. 
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altliougli slie was scarcely mistress of the Russian 
language. 

The Grand Duchess Helene spiritually revived 
and became an influential patroness of art and 
science — also of the German theatre — only when 
her consort, the Grand Duke Michael, had died in 
1849, hardly 5l years old. 

Her son-in-law, the husband of her only daughter 
Catherine, the good-natured Duke Georg of Mecklen- 
burg- Strelitz, was always among my special patrons, 
a,nd, many years later, when my stage-remimscences 
snatched Karoline Bauer from oblivion, he re- 
peatedly sent me his greetings through my early 
friend. Dr. von Konigk-Tollert, the director of the 
German theatre m St. Petersburg 

4r ^ ^ * 

On the occasion of important starring perform- 
ances only, the Court also honoured the German 
theatre with its presence. 

The year 1833 brought us two such starring 
engagements, which became especially interestmg 
to me likewise. 

The first to come was my dear Berlm colleague 
and gossip, Wilhelm Kruger, in June, 1833. He 
made his dehut as Hamlet — I was Ophelia . , . 
We were rewarded by the audience with the most 
enthusiastic applause (that seemed to be endless). 
Kruger had succeeded, and his further perform- 
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ances came off with remarkable fresIiQcas, and 
brilhancy beyond expectation Even the boat that 
bad snddonly sprung up did not prevent tbo people 
of SL Petersburg from attending KrUgor’s perform 
ances , many Gorman families postponed their 
flitting to thoir charming summer residences 
The Empress and tbo Court delighted actors 
and nudionco by thoir presence sovorol times But 
tho oxortions required to study many noir first 
partfl for this starring ongngomont almost wont 
beyond my strength , every forenoon a rehearsal, 
and to appear four times por week m a now great 
part this all tho wlnlo nccoropaniod by ro- 
loxing boat, such as is unknown in Gorman) oven 
in tho hottest summer months But tho universal 
enthusiasm, tho proofs of tho gratitudo of tho 
public, tbo CO operation of tho excellent nrlisto and 
fnond, invigoratod and freshened my luentil and 
physical faculties AH tho mombors scorned to Ut 
metamorphosed their indiffcronco that I used to 
feel 60 keenly on onhiniy occasions, Imd given way 
to tho li> chest zeal, and even tlio taUnl^ did 

thoir utmost to prmiuco an ngruabh 
\cs,thi5 c]K>ch of tlioCitrinnn ItuatrL m M IV 
burg wa*! bi'nuliful, and fslul! nivir forget it 
KrOger netted oo his Inmnini^ht win n 1 
played “Km irfricJrch,* aft* r dtductin^ nil «*t 
pcn«(>*, l,^XK) roublts, and lie hnpp) arti w Ik- UvV* 
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received a liandsome present from the Court. The 
large Alexandra Theatre was crowded in every part, 
and even Kruger called the performance faultless. 
The part of " Kaiser Friedrich II. ” was regarded 
as Kruger’s triumph. 

In his second benefit, “Die Rauber,” in which 
Kuger gave Karl Moor, he had a hke receipt and 
an equally favourable reception. 

A-fter the performance, Kruger drove home with 
us for a cup of tea. He was very excited. Abeady, 
in the concluding scene of “ The Robbers,” when 
Karl stabs Amalie, Kruger trembled so violently 
that he did not let me glide down in his arms, but 
dropped me to the ground 

In the carriage we noticed with surprise that he 
pressed the casket with the drawings of his benefit 
nervously to his body, like a beloved child. He 
spoke little, but several times he held out the casket 
to us that we should feel how heavy it was. Also, 
during tea he did not part with the casket . . . 
and suddenly he began to cry bitterly . . . sob- 
bmg • “ I shall die soon. Oh, my poor wife ! My 
unhappy children I . . .” 

In vain did we try to calm him The great exer- 
tions in the relaxing heat, the unusual artistic 
triumphs and brilliant pecuniary results, had over- 
strained his nerves. My brother Louis took him 
VOL. in. G 
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home, and sent oar German family-doctor to see 
him 

Next mormng onr door-hell was rung -violently 
Krdger mahed in and aolemnly handed us letters 
from hifl wife bound up m a handkerchief 

“ Take — take I It -will calm me to knew that 
these costly papers are in your hands 1 

“ Was no doctor with you?*' my mother asked- 
“ Oh, yes he has just left mo — gave me some 
powder — requested me not to act for a few days 
hut I cannot obey his advioe I have to play 
‘Eckeusteher Nante* in the "Winter Polaoe to- 
morrow night, and require to commit the part to 
memory to-day ” 

For the love of God, report youreelf unwell,” I 
said ** How can you play this low oomio part in 
your present state of mind ? It la certain to upset 
your overstrained nerves entirely " 

“ I cannot refuse the Empress desiros to hear 
the Berlm jargon — wonts to laugh , I must make it 
possible ** And away he rushed, polo nud in 
the highest state of cxoitoment. Their Imponol 
Highnesses were really much diverted at the merry 
“ Eokonstoher Nanto ** Kriiger produced a magni- 
ficent nng set with bnUiauts— a present of the Court 
—and — and only spoke of his approaching death 
After a melancholy -week which KrQgor spent, 
cowenng on the sofa in a corner, sighing and 
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staring fixedly into vacancy — he was accompanied, 
hack to Berlin by a rehable man 

Kruger never completely recovered from hiS 
gloomy melancholy After several unsuccessful 
attempts at suicide he was pensioned — and in 1840 
he after all threw away his benighted life. 

I am of opinion even to this' day that Kruger — 
the amiable, modest artiste — ^has fallen a victim to 
renown and the gold rain which so suddenly broke 
over him with bewildering force. A similar success 
he — nay, even Ludwig Devrient — had never ex- 
perienced in any professional toar. 

The engagement of Charlotte von Hagn, which 
followed soon after, came to a more gratifying end, 
although I looked forward to it not altogether with- 
out anxiety. For how easily could the celebrated 
nrtiste and the petted favourite of young and old 
put me out with the St. Petersburg public by excel- 
ling me on the stage ! Had I not read and heard so 
much of the triumphs of my beautiful successor oU 
the Berlin Court stage, and said to myself, not with- 
out bitterness It is owing to Hagn that you have 
been so quickly forgotten m Berlin ! 

My colleague Khiiger had told me so much of 
Charlotte von Hagn, of her enchantmg beauty, of her 
peculiar dashing manner of playing, of her studied 
■coquetry, of her art to conquer and to maintain her 
conquest. Charlotte von Hagn had even overcome 
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Mad. Staoh, ■who hod caoaod me so much annoyance- 
on the stage by her ambition, and kept mo out of 
nearly all leading parts She hved oonatantly at 
war with Sboh, fought heroically for every part that 
smted her, and had ancoeeded in obtaining for hcr- 
Bolf already the parte of the Jnngfran von Orleans, 
Bboh, Thekla, Joha, Emilia Oalotti, Donna Diana, 
and other brilliant oharaoters This atmggle for 
Bopremaoy was oontmned fnll of asperity even on 
the stage by both partiee, so that Count Sedem 
had to take care never to let his two infqnated 
nvale appear on the stage at the same time 
Hagn had revenged me bloodily on Stioh — and 
vengeance is sweet, eapeoially to a vain artiste’s 
heart Thua 1 looked forward to the appearance of 
the famous artiste ■with a strange mixture of fool 
mga good will and thankfulness I felt for the 
“ revenger of my honour” — a timid curiosity for tho 
bold conqueror wbo might become n most dangerous 
rival for me, especially as she was said not to bo 
over Bcrupulons m the oboico of her weapons 1 
After tremendous preliminary trumpeting in 
papora and on placards, FrSuloin von Hagn omved 
m St Fetorsburg, in Soptombor, 1833 Shortly 
before bor appeamneo os Donna Dmna she paid mo 
a visit and brought mo a loiter of introduction from 
my old fnond and patron, Pnvy Ohamborlam Pimm, 
in Berlin 
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I was obliged to confess to myself that her re- 
putation of beauty, giaccfulncss, and amiability bad 
not been exaggerated. A tall and slender — perhaps, 
a little too slender — figure, clad in a soft white gar- 
ment of cashmere, advanced towards me with an 
aristocratic air, but also like a sister-artiste. In 
her broAvn hair, that was plainl}’- divided in the 
middle, she woi e a nan ow golden fillet like a diadem, 
which was very suitable for her fine, classical profile 
and her soft, lo\ely features. And how pleasingly 
and harmlessly she knew how to talk, as if we 
were to cat an apple-tart together within the next 
few days — and not fight for victory to the death on 
the dangerous boards “ which signify the world.” 

Charlotte von Ilagn, although alleged to bo seven 
years younger than I, was even then, despite her 
nineteen years, much more politic, world- wise, and 
crafty than I. She had proved in Munich at her 
first appearance that she understood well how “ to 
paddle her own canoe,” and, m 1832, when a more 
brilliant engagement was oUered her from Berhn, 
had broken her Munich contract without ceremony. 

When the new rival had left us, I said to my 
mother with agitation: “Oh, I am lost if Hagn 
should throw me into the shade here, or entirely 
supersede me in the favour of the pubhe. The St. 
Petersburgers have seen me nearly 200 times on 
the stage, and the much-vaunted Berhn bird 
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ifl a new ptenomenon for them, and everjthmg' 
new has such charms for the superfioial spectator, 
as we all know but I will fight, mother — 
hout — to the knife ** 

AH Bt, Petersburg looked forward to the appear- 
ance of the beautiful, celebrated star with hardly 
less suspense than I , and the tickets for the theatre 
were completely sold out, although, by Impenal 
command, the performances took place in the largo 
Alexandra theatre 

When Charlotte yon Blagn for the first time ap- 
peared on the stage os a brilliant Donna Diana, 
welcomed by loud applause, my heart beat audibly 
Was not that one of my best and most chenshod 
ports? 

But I could soon frankly oonfeas to myself that 
this Donna Diana did not eclipse mine either by 
outward representation, beauty, nnstooratio deport- 
ment, gait, or attitude, by her mental conception of 
the character, or by the expressiveness of her speech 
and mien This relieved me considonvbly, and 

I began to look forward to the further perform 
anccs of my rival with much more calmness 
As Qoldsohmieds Tlkhtorloin and Julia Copulot 
I thought Hagn excellent, os hlimndolma captivat- 
ing but she did not kill mo in tlioso parts , 
and ns Preciosa I surpassed her, at least in sing- 
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ing and dancing I felt that, and Sfc. Petersburg 
also readilj conceded it to me. 

But the bot decisive struggles were in store yet. 
Charlotte yon Hagn chose for her benefits the parts 
of Luise in “ Kabale und Liebe,” and of Eboli in 
“ Don Carlos ; ” and I was to appear along with 
her as Lady Milford and Queen Elisabeth — in two 
roles which I had never played before. But if I 
had refused to play them just now, it would have 
been interpreted as fear of my rival and confession 
of defeat, and as cabal without love, for without 
me the two benefit plays could not have been given. 

The theatrical enthusiasts were in feverish ex- 
citement , there sprang up two parties, the Hagn- 
ians and the Bauerians, who fought mortal combats 
with each other 

In “ Kabale und Liebe ” Hagn as “ Lmse 
Millerm” was received with such rounds of ap- 
plause that it made the house shake Robed in a 
plain dress of white muslin, her hair m curls, pale, 
languishing Eraulein von Hagn did indeed look 
charming. 

When Lady Milford appeared on the stage, in a 
dress of white satin with a lace shawl, she was re- 
ceived with three salvoes of applause that brought 
down the house and made my eyes swim 1 was 
called after the long speech. 
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In flhort, m oar first encounter, my rival had not 
■won an inoh of ground from me Encouraged, I 
awaited the second much more dangerous one* 
That was the great scene in the fourth act, which we 
had- to play together, and to which a critical pubho 
looked forward with special interest, for here was 
found the first opportunity of seeing the two rivals 
Bide by side 

But I had made special preparatious for this 
struggle , I had dressed myself m a quite new mag- 
nificent costume of blue eatan — a very costly armour 
when paying for it at St Petersburg prices — and 
adorned my brow with the golden fillet set with 
diamonds, the present of the Empress — and I had 
conquered before I had spoken a word After the 
long and graceful scene, Lady Milford and Luiso 
Mihenn were called "with equal eutbusiosm, and 
when they appeared hand in hand their parties 
made peace too 

The Northern See wrote in Eussinn at that 
period “ Some of tho andionco took into their 

heads to compare Frdnlem von Hagn with 3Idllo 
Bauer "VThat is tho good of that? Our dear 
Korohue Bauer has excellent qualities Nobody 
can compare with her in tho expression of true fool- 
ing, nor in tho noble«Be of her play ** 

My anxiety was quite gono Tho public and 
cntica proTcd to mo that they did not cstootn mo 



/iV MOLT RUSSIA. 


89 


less tban their famous and bewitchingly beautiful 
guest. In a very good mood I continued to play 
with and beside Charlotte von Hagn the somewhat 
wearisome part of Queen Elisabeth m “ Don Carlos 
beside her seductive Eboli, and the virtue-proud 
Princess beside her sympathetic Ebse von Valberg. 

Even in the silly little comedy, “ Die Papageien,” 
by Kastelli, we played together. For the Emperor 
had commanded that a small German comedy, in 
which Charlotte von Hagn and I played equal parts, 
was to precede the performance by the French 
troupe of the tragedy, “ Le Due de Guise.” It almost 
appeared as if we were to engage in a sort of Olym- 
pian combat before the Imperial eyes. It was not 
easy to choose and study in two days a suitable 
piece. I daresay there were plenty of pieces extant, 
but the one failed to fulfil this, the other that stip- 
ulation of the Emperor — that is to say, some were 
longer than one act, others lacked two equal ladies’ • 
parts. Then we decided in favour of Kastelh’s 

Papageien,” an exceedingly harmless piece, which, 
nevertheless, when played with spirit, produced a 
.very exhilarating effect. The plot of the long-for- 
gotten farce is this . A mother thinks that in her 
life and wedlock she has found cause to hate the 
shockingly bad male race. JSTow, in order that her 
little, daughter may not have the same sad ex- 
perience, she has resolved not to let her see men at 
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all For this purpose mamma keeps her daughter 
and a playmate from their very infenoy safely looked 
up The two young ladies spend their time walking 
in the garden, shootiDg birds and talking very 
comioally about the unknown world beyond those 
waHs, peopled by women only But one fine day, 
during a chase, two officers in their gay-colonred 
coats climb over the garden wall, see the young 
ladies, and, of course, at once fall violently in love 
with them Horrified at the sight of these unknown 
beasts of prey, the maidens flee till the bnght- 
ooloured officers introduce themselves to them as 
two parrots Fortunately the httle dames have 
learned in their natural history lessons that parrots 
are very innocent beasts, and ore known to be some- 
times very entertaining chatterers This raises 
their courage to approach the pretty, many-oolourod 
parrots, and they soon begin greatly to relish 
the chatting of the parrots and the most charming 
little creatures m coats of two-colourod cloth The 
rest may easily bo guessed 

The little play was meant as a satire on the 
strange prodQoction our young and old ladies have 
for two coloured cloth 

The Emperor and his spouse sat in a box on the 
proscenium in the Michael Theatre , they wore thus 
hardly more than two yards away from us 

Charlotte von Hagn had for her partner a very 
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handsome young parrot, the first ‘‘ youthful lover,” 
Weilaud, but I had to put up with the heavy, stout 
Barlow. Weiland came tripping forward very 
gracefully, and moved Ins arms very charmingly, like 
•wings ; but when my parrot trotted up to me, his 
short thick arms stretched out like clubs, m a 
tragical manuer opening his large eyes . . . the 
Empress burst iuto a fit of laughter . . . and I 
heard her whisper to the Emperor : “ Mais — o^est 
your en mourir dc i ire f Barlow cst yar troy 
comiqiiG. ...” 

Parrot Weiland took the sponge-cake that was 
being stuffed into his mouth very daintily , my 
Barlow almost tore it from my hands and swallowed 
it as if starving, flapping all the time violently his 
wings. . . Roars of laughter that kept on for 
minutes interrupted our chat ; these pauses Hagn 
and I filled up with the feeding of our paiTots, in 
all seriousness . . . which caused new laughter. 

The “Due de Gfuise” tasted the reaction that 
followed this hilarity, for the audience, who had shed 
such abundant tears of laughter, had now no tears 
of emotion. 

Mdlle. Bourbier, first French lover, said to me, 
pouting : “ Ge sont vos yerroquets qwi nous ont gdtd 
noire iragedie,” 

Our costumes in these characters were the talk 
of the day in St. Petersburg — short frocks of white 
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muslon, Bhoea of ligbt-green satin tied witli dain^ 
nbbons across the instep, light-green, tightly fitting 
amazon spencers with steel buttons, white cravats 
and onffs, small baaUhata with long, waving, green 
plumes boldly stuck on one ear , the hair divided in 
the middle, the tresses put up m Grecian knots, 
hunting bags sluug around our shoulders, and 
fowlmg pieces m our hands — the effect of all this 
heightened by a charming woody decoratiom 
Enough, despite the small parte and the silly play 
we had caused great hflanty and^rorc 

In order to show to the people of St Petersburg 
that we nvalfl were also lu friendly mteroourso when 
off the stage, we assisted at a representation of the 
French troupe, seated m the same private bor of the 
Alexandra Theatre 

It was a box on the ground floor that we occupied, 
which permitted our admirers to regard and com- 
pare ufl, and our lovers to ohat with us during the 
■entFactcs IVhat nodding, smiling, and whispor- 
mg on our part — regarding, lorgnotting, cnticizing 
in the audience 1 "We know that oven the least 
movement of our eyelnshos was Tmtobod, it was a 
comedy within the comedy, and tired mo more than 
the most fatiguing r6U 

Next day wo heard this ontioiang had almost lod 
to challongoB« 

*Whon the ono sido mainlmncd that “ Fruulom 
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von Jln^rn Iind inoio rlolicnlo fcnf.nrc';,’’ tho other 
ro'orleil, \<‘liomentlv. “But Fnniloin Bauer looks 
more blnfumn'i ’’ Tfnn^bod}’ had praised the luag- 
mficont ju'dfjlf’ of Ilacrn, ho was nnswered that the 
ci|C‘^ Bluer wore nioio expressive Of conrsej 
no decision had heon arri\cd at; even Prince 
Gnlit/un, nnuoi ‘-all}* jocoi^m/cd ns a competent coii- 
no 3 S‘?cnr of fvwilo bcanl}*, liad declined to play the 
pari of a model n Paris as far as we two rivals wore 
concerned. 

In Germ in journals there circulated afterwards a 
ralhor romantic anoedoio of a meeting of Emperor 
Nicolas and the beautiful Charlotte. 

The gallant, Emperor was reported to have said 
to the ai tistc : “ j^rcin Praiilcin, I should deem it a 
happiness to be able to fulfil or grant any tonder 
visli 3^011 may chcnsli.” Whereupon Eraulem 
Charlotte had smiled with a pretty blush, say- 
ing : “ Sire, tliroiigli a kiss you would make me 
very happy.” But suddenly the Emperor turned 
very grave, and had answered : “ Mademoiselle, I 
regret not to bo able to fulfil this wish of yours. 
For I should first have to ask the Empress’ per- 
mission, and you will comprehend that I may not 
do that ” 

The conclusion of the anecdote was that the re- 
quest of the artiste was not fulfilled. 

The conclusion is very pretty, but the assertion. 
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IB false The conolngion Bhoold more oorrectlj be 
this ** The request of the artiste was fulfilled spleu 
didly * 

The Emperor sent a carnage to the "Winter 
Palace for the kiss-audienoe, and she drove there 
dressed in a moat seduotive toilette, and returned 
kissed and gladdened by the Impenal graaoas 
favour Next day she showed me a costly set of 
jewels, saying ** Pahuchka* has given me this 1 I 
wonder lE Empress Alexandra really gave her per- 
mission for that kiss ? ** 

But the Emperor kept this kisa in fnendly re- 
membrance, and repeated it several times after— 
when he came to Germany, or when the artiste, at 
hiB request, oame again to Bussia In the same 
way Charlotte von Hagn had to bo of the party 
when the Emperor Nioolas met his Royal father in 
law, Fnednoh Wilhelm ITI , in 1886, in the military 
pleasure camp at Knliaoh nod surpnsed the thoatro- 
loving “ old gontleman * upon Rassiau soil with tho 
of his Berlin Court-actors and opera dancers 
Whilst tho other Berhn Court-actors wore put np 
in narrow and stuffy houses, Charlotte von Hagn, 
and her sister Auguste (Sophir said “ Between 
A Hagn and C Hngn there i* Bhagon'’t) were 
lodged in a house by thomscives by tbo Emperors 

• Pet won! (Jeor ftlher) mach wed by tbo Ians when 
Kpealring of the Emperor 

t Meonlng : Behagen, comfort, plea-^un* delight. 
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command. And PatuschLa once more showed the 
"beautiful artiste abundantly gracious favour. 

I never played again on the same stage with 
Charlotte von Hagn, and more than forty years 
came and went before we agam saw each other — 
and then as ugly old women. 

When I played in Berlin in 1834 my rival was 
also starring, and when she returned to St Peters- 
burg I had left Russia altogether. But even thus 
apart we did not lose sight of each other. "Whilst 
Praulem von Hagn was labouring in Berlin and I in 
Dresden, we tried to rival each other m the solution 
of new tasks, and our endeavours received by it a 
most valuable impulse. When Charlotte von Hagn 
in Berlin had whispered her sweet “ Griacomo ” as 
Hedwig in the “ Ball zu EUerbrunn,” I would in 
Dresden pipe the same notes scarcely a week after , 
and if I earned abundance of applause for my enthu- 
siastic acting as Isaura in Raupach’s “ Schule des 
Lebens,” my rival would soon after charm the 
Berhn public in the same part Both Fraulem von. - 
Hagn and I have successfully played such parts as 
that of the eighteen-year-old Margarethe Western 
in “ Erziehungsresultaten ” long after we had cast 
off our winged dress of blooming youth If she 
played the part of the very young Yicomte de 
LetorAres, I followed her example on the spot by 
playmg the still younger Duke Richeheu m “ Der 
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erete Waffengang ’’ If I sprang fearlessly from the 
table as Blam s “ Oapnciosa,” my rival followed 
immediately after me In short, the one followed 
the other like her shadow in whatever oharaoter she 
might seek refuge “We both appeared shortly 
before we quitted the stage as Pranmska in “ Mutter 
und Sohn," by Oharlotto Biroh Pfeiffer, and ontios 
who had seen the play in Berlin and Dresden 
asserted that it was impossible to determine where 
Pramnska had stroked the cheeks of the bear of a 
man with more graoefnlness and humour, nocom 
panied by the words " Bear, I am sure we are a 
ohamung pair 1 ” 

FrSnlein von Hagn likewise bade adieu to the- 
stage shortly after I did. IV e both left the beloved 
ooUmg before we were placed in the position of 
trying our skill in older oharaoters 

The cntics gave Charlotte von Hagn the following 
oharaoter Beautiful, graceful, roguish, waggish, 
amiable, wanton, dashing, very clover, ospooially 
in naive gmre-rSlef , — ^facial play admirable — mars 
her parts by too much coquetry and all kinds of 
pranks — in ideal parts not free from mannerism — her 
toilotto often is too overloaded 

Just as Emil Dovnont would not play viUnins and 
cnminals on the stage, not to bo hated by the public 
oven as a stago-charaotor, so Charlotte ion Hagn m 
Berlin refused to play Mananno in the “ Vonrrun- 
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gen ” — “ for I will not show mjself to the public in 
rdles in which I am reclaimed I ” Yerj charac- 
teristic of the two spoiled representers of men. 

A contemporary criticizes my dangerous rival in 
these words : “ She is the female Seidelmann. The 
same coldness, scorn, calculation; nowhere an over- 
flowing heart, no extravagance of genius. ITever- 
theless both will always be reckoned great artistes, 
for art is ever fondest of working in cold, hard 
marble * ” 

And A. von Sternberg — after having emphasized 
how Charlotte von Hagn always succeeded, on the 
stage as well as in society, in showing her beauty 
and art in the most favourable light — wntes con- 
cerning her . — 

“ As actress, she did not always deserve un- 
qualified praise. In some dramatic representations 
she failed completely. For example, her Grretchen 
was most repulsive. Innocence and naivete were 
not in her line, she turned them into an almost 
comical grimace. On the other hand, she expressed 
remarkably weU aristocratic froideur^ the pride of 
beauty, malicious and spiritual mSdisance^ studied 
and victory-certain coquetry, scorn, raillery, light, 
threatemng, and mahcious laughter — a Donna Diana 
or Prmcess Eboli found in her a worthy repre- 
sentative. Wherever she had to depict fhe world 

VOL. m. H 
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of reality ah© 'wua in her place, but poetical fiotaon, 
the lEwardnesa of the ■world of Bentimeut, found no 
faTOurable ground m her for reproduction In life 
BB m art aho was a beautiful cold serpent,” 

I believe Alexander von Sternberg was not 
altogether ■wrong in hia onfcicism. 

Almost half-a-oentuiy passed before we old nvala 
stood opposite each other once more. Alter many 
storms, I had become Oountesa Plater — Charlotte 
von Hagu, Frau von Oven, but her unhappy matn 
monial union was soon dissolved agam. 

In the antumn of 1876, Fran von Oven -Burprised 
me in my solitary Swiss mountain house by a visit 
That was a strange, heart-movmg meeting 1 For 
each of ns would necessarily think— how much boa 
been changed smce those gay, brilliant days m St, 
Petersbnig 1 How many sorrows has ouch of ns 
gone through since? What has booomo of the 
admirers and adorers •who then so passionatolf 
entered the lists for us P They have vanishod as 
OUT youth and boaufy have done. Ah, yes, 
tome and life, storm and worm, had gnawed at us 
with cruel devastation I 

She who was more than slondor at that time with 
her celebrated swan's-nock, had become stout and 
clumsy , she had had a slroko of apoplexy whflo 
bathing in the laar, and with difllonlty dragged 
after her the paralyzed log Her false tooth almost 
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frightened me; her memory also had sufferedf 
She was dressed very elegantly, wore splendid ea?’- 
rings and bracelets with brilliants. Homeless, 
without calling, restless, unloved — without a dear 
■creature on earth to whom she might devote hersejf 
in love and providing care, by whom she might be 
loved and patiently nursed in her old age — she 
wandered through the world in search of enjoy- 
ment — from Germany to Italy, from Italy to 
Switzerland, from watering-place to watering-place^ 
from one society to another . . . never satisfied^ 
and burning and longing for the ;joys and triumphs 
cf her early years on the stage, now long by? 
gone . . 

And I — I seem to have made no less alarming an 
impression upon my old rival, for she related in 
21urich : “ The Countess has become a skeleton ; 
she has not been off her melancholy ‘ berg ’ for the 
last ten years; her whole heart is in her house- 
hold. The Count tyrannizes over her terribly., ^ I 
cannot understand how she can endure such a 
life. . .” 

And notwithstandmg, we feigned happiness, con- 
tentment, gay ness, and sunshine. . . We had not 
yet unlearned playing comedy, and did not con- 
descend to give each other the chance for pity and 
commiseration. . . . 

When will my comedy-aotmg, which, as years 
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of reahty she ttos in her place, bnfc poetical fiation, 
the inwardness of the world of sentiment, found no 
favourable ground in her for reproduction In life 
8B m art she was a beautiful cold serpent ” 

I bebeve Alexander von Sternberg was not 
altogether wrong in hia cnboism* 

.Almost half a-oentury passed before we old rivals 
stood opposite each other once more Aiter many 
storms, I had become Oounteas ]?later — Oharlotto 
von Hagn, Frau von Oven, but bet unhappy matn 
monigl union was soon dissolved again* 

In the antnmn of 1876, Frau von Oren surpnBod 
me m my eoUtoty Swiss mountnm house by a nsit. 
That was a strange, heart-moving meeting I For 
each of us would necessarily think*— how much has 
been changed since those gay, brilliant days in BU 
Petersburg 1 How many sorrows has each of us 
gone through sinoo? ^V^lat has booome of the 
admirers oud adorers who thou so passionately 
entered the lists for us P They have vanished as 
onr youth and beauty have done Ah, yes, 

tame and life, storm and worm, had gnawed at us 
with cruel devastation I 

She who was more than slender at that time with 
her celebrated swan's-nock, had become stout and 
clumsy , she had had n stroke of apoplexy while 
bathing in the Isar, and with difUcalty dragged 
after her the paralyiod log Her lolso tooth almost 
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friglitened me ; her memory also had suffered. 
She was dressed very elegantly, wore splendid ear- 
rings and bracelets with brilliants. Homeless, 
without calhng, restless, unloved — without a dear 
creature on earth to whom she might devote herself 
in love and providing care, by whom she might be 
loved and patiently nursed in her old age — she 
wandered through the world in search of en]oy- 
ment — from Germany to Italy, from Italy to 
Switzerland, from watering-place to watering-place^ 
from one society to another . . . never satisfied, 
and burning and longing for the joys and triumphs 
cf her early years on the stage, now long by- 
gone. . . 

And I — I seem to have made no less alarming an 
impression upon my old rival, for she related in 
Zurich . “ The Countess has becoipe a skeleton ; 
she has not been off her melancholy ‘ berg ’ for the 
last ten years, her whole heart is in her house- 
hold. The Count tyrannizes over her terribly., I 
cannot understand how she can endure such g, 
life. ...” 

And notwithstanding, we feigned happiness, con- 
tentment, gay ness, and sunshine. ... We had not 
yet unlearned playing comedy, and did not con- 
descend to give each other the chance for pity apd 
commiseration. . . . 

When wiH my comedy-acting, which, as years 
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incjreaso, also increases in difflonlty, when will it 
cease ? I fear only with my life I 

Although T hardly learned a word of Unssian 
dnnng my three-years* stay m Russia, I was fond of 
visiting the Bnasian perfonnanoes in the "stony 
theatre,'* which lies m the heart of the true Russian 
quarter, where lives the borodaisch^ the "bearded 
Russian "What vigour, whnt fire, what life dwelt 
m these unsophisticated mimes, and what child lite 
joy shone from the eyes of the audience I 

I have never seen a more graceful end captivating 
Telva than the charming RasBion representative of 
this difficult, silent part in her naive naturalness 
I had, 1 might say, carefully studied this Yolva 
before I myself ventured to play the part. 

The Russian artisto-couplo, Karatygin, earned 
mo completely away by their brilliant resources and 
the liro of their grand playing in tragedy One 
could scarcely— on the stage or in life— find more 
beautiful, imposing, and hearty human beings. 
Our honso-fnond, Colonel Lowoff, n passionate 
lover of the theatre, who had boon mamed to the 
late Feddorson had introduced ua to the two most 
famous Russian actors Uerr Karatygin, unusually 
toll, and made after the model of the Apollo Reive 
dcro, appeared also in the drawing room witl> tlie 
noblest gracefulness, liLo a demigod Frau Kam 
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tygin bad large black velvefc eyes, and reminded one 
very vividly of Friederike Roberfe m Berlin. 

For tbeir benefit performance, the Karatygins bad 
cbosen a Russian adaptation of Scbiller’s “ Kabale 
und Liebe,’’ and invited my mother and me, as well 
as Colonel Lewoff, to be present. As I played 
Luise myself, and knew every word of tbe drama 
by heart, tbe Russian language hardly incommoded 
me. With a feeling of humihation, I confessed to 
myself that my Luise beside the Russian was weak 
— ^like Luise’ s lemonade — and that I never had 
played with so passionately-burning, fascinating a 
Ferdinand as Herr Karatygin appeared on the 
stage before me. Both the ideally-beautiful people 
had voices hke sweetly-moving church-bells, and 
the most enrapturing facial play, which allowed 
me completely to follow the words of the text. 
And their ardent acting electrified all the other 
actors 

With growing interest I followed the surprisingly 
grand impersonation. Karatygin as Ferdinand 
was a splendid sight, beautiful and fiery and 
passionate. His tall, hero-stature reminded me of 
young Wilhelm Kunst in his prime, when he played 
the parts of Jason and Jaromir m Berhn, in 1826 — ‘ 
his noble profile, of Talma. And when he whispered 
tender words of love, our heart joined in his 
rapture ; and when he cried out m the most bitmg 
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a tiger — ill the deepest woe — in shrieking despair — 
ahudders of death came over onr heart. SnOh 
tflnes the great Fleck muat have had at hia oom- 
ihand when he earned away Berlin tnth hid 
When at the conolnaion of the second act Ferdinand 
feUrt^ders his beloved to the servanta of the law, 
fetid beirea hia father by the arm and looks him 
through and through with his eyes, as if they were 
daggers, fetid cn^ with an loy tone ** I left no 
nntned human tneaus — must have t^courso to fe 
devilish one Ton lead her to the pillory, mean 
While I shall relate to this town a story bow 
"people are promoted to high posts 1”' — then out 
hfeart was quite paralyied 

And then, in the poison scene— when Ferdinand 
tanks down at Lnise s corpse, uttormg the words 
‘‘Ltnse I Luiso ! I come I Farewell I Let mo die at 
Ihis altar I thcro was not an eye loft dry in the 
vast house , and the poor uncultured muschiks in 
Iheir long grey and brown gowns, with their long, 
trtttiight hanging hair, standing closely packed in 
the pit, ombrnCod each other sobbing 

■What Joy Iffland would bavo felt had ho scon 
these dear ‘’PnppoDhoimors,** os ho used to call tho 
CtfiAily inflammable, grateful audience of tho Berlin 
ga\lct 7 l I have never seen a more enthusiastic 
public than these St Petersburg *' Popponheimers,” 
Who, with beaming ojc«, hung on tho actors upon 
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tlie stage, and upon whose wild faces pain and joj 
were so faithfully depicted. 

Frau Karatygin was the sweetest, loveliest Luise 
that I ever saw die upon a stage. I also had an 
opportunity of admiring in other parts the enrap- 
turing passionateness of her fervid acting. 

Frau Karatygin has survived her husband by 
many years, and but lately sent me hearty greetings 
from St. Petersburg. 

I also would remember, in my St. Petersburg 
reminiscences, another charming — profoundly un- 
happy — French sister-artiste. I admired her 
beauty, grace, and her clever play m Scribe’s 
“Manage d’lnclmation,” and made her personal 
acquaintance soon after at Countess Fersen’s, and 
she called forth my warmest compassion Like 
poor Julie Gerstel, she was the victim of a con- 
suming passion. She loved to madness the beauti- 
ful Italian tenor, Kicolmi — the spoiled Adonis of 
the St. Petersburg ladies, who wanted nothing but 
mind, soul, heart ! 

In vain Maillot, who was a general favourite, was 
warned by faithful friends against the fine-looking 
and inwardly too empty Italian demon. Her 
answer invariably was: “I cannot help it. I must 
love him , and though I know with certainty that I 
shall perish in this love as did Semele in the fiery 
kiss of Jupiter — at least, I have lived and loved ! ” 
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So it oamo to pass tliat Maillot, -who only 
required to play two years longer in order to have 
establifllied a claim to a pension, had, on a luckless 
day, left Bt, Petersburg together with the hand- 
some Nicohni For years after I heard no more 
of her 

Then qnite unexpectedly, hut to my great delight, 
I met my dear St Petersburg fnend. Countess 
Fersen, m 1837, when I was stamng for the second 
time at the Vienna ** Borgtheater,** in the merry 
" Kaiserstadt on the Danube She was just on 
her return journey from Italy, had seen me on tho 
preTiouB evening in the “Bargtheater” as Albim^s 
** GofUhrliche Tante,'' and next morning sho 
hastened to look me up lu tbo “Erzherzog Karl” 
Of course, we had loads of news for each other, 
and no end of inquinos about old and now St 
Petersburg, and my expononoos in Dresden* Among 
other things tho Countess related — 

**Juat fancy, in Nico I mot our poor, sweet 
Maillot But how? In tho deepest misery I Nico- 
lini had lost his voico totally long ago, and with it 
hia bread Maillot was now obliged to earn money 
—money — money I And what she, whoso beauty 
had soon faded in that wretched lifo without rest 
and peace, painfully earned ns a member of small 
French wandcriDg troupes, Nicohni often squandered 
in a single night of debauch, and when ho camo 
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liome and could extort no more money from her he 
beat her But still, notwithstanding all this — with 
iDroken pinions and mortally wounded heart — she 
followed the evil demon of her hfe, to whom an 
inexphcable power fettered her, down, even farther, 
like a faithful little dog . . . until Nicolmi one 
morning, after a night of drinking and gambhng, did 
not return home. . . . His body was found at the 
door of a notorious gambling- hell. . . He had had 
-a stroke of apoplexy whilst intoxicated. . . That 
broke her heart, and finished what little still re- 
mained of her strength. . . She died in the 
hospital of Hice. I felt it a melancholy satisfaction 
■in bemg able in some degree to lighten her last 
hours on this earth. . . . Pauvre Maillot I ” 

Such IS the fortune of artistes — sorrow, struggle, 
and the end I 

Another St. Petersburg colleague furnished a 
proof of this. 

Edarchen Sieber, a foster-daughter of the famous 
baritone Sieber, was a celebrated singer at the 
opera m St Petersburg, with a salary of 10,000 
roubles. . . . After I left St. Petersburg I heard 
nothing of her for ten years. . . . 

During my engagement in Dresden, one day a 
jioorly-dressed man called on me, and said. “I am 
-a cornet-player, but out of employment, and the 
Jiusband of your former sister-artiste, Klarchen 
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homo and could cxtorl. no inoio mono}" from her lio 
heather But slill, iiotwdhstanding all tins — with 
hrohen pinions and inorlall}' wounded heart — she 
follo\\cd (he evd demon of her life, (o whom an 
incxphcahlc power fcKcrcd her, down, even further, 
like a faithful litllc dorr . . . until Nicolmi one 
morning, after a nights of dunking and gambling, did 
not return home , . . Ill*' hod}* v.as found at the 
door of a not oi ions gambling-hell. . lie had had 
a sti okc of apoplexy whilst intoxicated . That 

broke her heart, and rini*-l)ed what little still re- 
mained of her .strength. . . Siio died in the 
hospital of Xicc. I felt it a melancholy satisfaction 
in being able in some dogioc to lighten her last 
hours on (In': earth . . . Ikuivic !MailIot ! ” 

Such IS the forlnno of artistes — sorrow, struggle, 
and the end 1 

Another St. Petersburg colleague furuishcd a 
proof of this. 

Klcircheu Sicbcr, a foster-daughter of the famous 
baritone Sieber, was a celebrated singer at the 
opera in St Petersburg, with a salaiy of 10,000 
roubles. . . . After I left St. Petersburg I heard 
nothing of her for ten years. . . . 

During my engagement in Dresden, one day a 
poorly-dressed man called on mo, and said. “I am 
a cornet-player, but out of employment, and the 
husband of your former sister-artiste, Klarchen 
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Sieber, m St. Petersborg She la dangeronsly iIV 
and ■would feel obbged to yon if you could come to- 
gee her In our bitter distres*, she would like to 
ofier her last jewels to yon to purolmao ” 

I found a dying woman in the poorest of dwell- 
ings, who had already lost the ■power of speech, and 
around her hungry, weeping ohildron. And 
what a sad tale of misery could be read in hen 
dying look 1 

The dun, dull eyes of the consumptive patient 
glanced from a small set of jewels ■with blue stones 
which lay upon her counterpane — beside it a paper 
upon which a trembhng hand had written the pnoe 
—away to the pale weepmg children. 

I took the ornaments and put down twice the 
demanded sum Then her eyes flashed np once 
more "When I returned with some refresh 

monts the next mommg, the unhappy artiste was 
gone 

Also, her foster father had a ■wrotohod end , ho- 
sang m public-houses at last. 
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IN HOLY RUSSIA (Continued). 

PlCTUEES OF SoOIAIi LiFE ^ThE GlEDING HiLLS — S uilIMEE 

itr THE Datsohes — Caeds — Baeoh Ludwig Stieglitz 
— Suicide of his Wife — Countess JFeesen — Misery 
OF THE Serfs — Geneeae Kurakin — Natalie Kueakin 
— The Theatre at Jelagtn — Princess Galitzin — 
The Poet Puschkin and ms Spouse — Prince Gaeit- 
ziN AND his Pate — Baron and Baroness Kjreef — 
. Madame Pbddeesen — KIaeoltne’s odd Admieees — A 
Parting Kiss — Dr. von Koniqk - Poeeert — Prince 
Gagarin Resigns his Post and is Succeeded by Bjebe 
von Gedeonoff — Mixed Feedings on Leaving St. 
Peteesbueq — Leaves the Russian Capitae — Faeeweee 
' Perfoemances at Riga and Mitau m route to Gee- 
many — ^Reminiscences of Riga — Farewell Benefit — 
A Painfue Remembrance — Luise Eckert — Her Bril- 

ElANT CaVAEIBR — HeR HiSTORY AND DeATH — GeADSOME 
Pictures from Mitau — Count Medem — Immense Suc- 
cess — Reimer — Appoleonius Freiherr von Maetitz 
■ — Baron Asoher on KIaroline — The Riga Zeitung 
GIVES AN OrIGINAE PaSSPORT — pAREWEEE TO RUSSIA 

AjfD now as a farewell to tbe splendid city of the 
Czars there may follow some gladsome pictures 
from its social hfe. 
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I liave never seen hospitality practised on a 
grander scale, or met -with more benevolent men 
than I did in St Petoraburg We had scarcely 
paid some viaita in the large German colony "when 
■we conld have made sore of our dinner at any tune 
Everywhere we were invited in the heartiest manner 
to come OB often as possible-— of conrse nnannonnoed 
— to dinner “We dine at four o’clock, and yon 
will always find two covers ready for yon — h la 
fortune du pot I ” And the hostess was never em 
barrassed if at the eleventh hour another dozen 
of guests made their appearance Some noh mer 
ohant-famihes had their fixed dinnor-days on which 
at thoir table all were welcome to whom the master 
or the miatresB of the house had once said, “ On such 
and such a day we receive our frionds I “ 

Even summer offered nob social oomforta in St 
Petersburg Famibes witb whom wo wore on 
terms of friendship, who possossod a “ dataoho ” in 
the country or on ono of the islands m the Nova, 
invited us onco and for all, ns in winter But 
having no carnage of oar own wo could not often 
indulge in this recreation, since many of the 
rcountry houses, among thorn the charming properly 
of Baron Sticgbtz, were ono or two leagues distant 
from town iloroovor, a common vehicle would 
costVtwcnty roubles for half a day, on Sundays 
perhaps oven thirty to forty There was for the 
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residents thus left but one resource to have a 
little fresh air, the summer-garden But it was 
dreadfully monotonous, dead and sunk in melan- 
choly at that time. The birds did not venture ta 
sing aloud , — and it was just during these days of 
summer that a longing for Germany and its lovely 
sweet gardens, its shady public summer resorts 
with their splendid well-conducted orchestras, and 
the homely talk of happy human beings, seized me 
most violently, when we, after a short promenade, 
left behind us the regular quiet alleys in melancholy 
mood. 

What the dance-loving world in St. Petersburg 
can do is mcredible I But as a consequence the 
prime of the most blooming girl, of the most 
beautiful young wife, does not last more than a few 
seasons 

I will only describe what I tried to do ” in a 
single week, after which experiment, however, I 
had to withdraw a little from the scene, as I did not 
wish to find that I had thrown away in a short time 
my health, nay my artistic career, which required so 
much mental and physical freshness 

One bright afternoon m wmter, an elegant sleigh 
drove up at our door. The spouse of rich merchant 
Pleske, a very celebrated lady, at once saluted my 
mother with these words — 

“Permit me, Frau Kittmeisterm, to carry off 
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jour dear daughter, she ib to make the acquaint- 
ance of our gliding hiOs, a glonouB pastime. ” 
“ But to-morrow,* I interrupted, somewhat 
humbly, “ the first rehearsal of ‘ Kfinig Enno * la 
to take place , the day after to-morrow the benefit- 
performance "WTiat now, if I were to turn hoarse 
and could not play, poor PoUert would have a poor 
house *’ 

*‘Tou turn ill I ' Mad. Pleske said, laughmg, 
** you blooming and vigorous being 1 "We wiU wrap 
you veiy carefully m furs, afterwards we shall dmo 
en petU ccmiU with my siater*m law, Mad Eittor 
It 18 eleven 0 clock now, at five o*olookyoa will be 
back again with your mamma. * 

”My daughter will also have to look over her 
now part, ’ my mother said with oonoem 

“ That she may do in the ovoniug,’' replied Mad 
Pleske “ Please do not spoil our pleasure.’* 

So I quickly slipped into my winter costume, and 
soon wluixcd along the street in the fur lined sloigh 
with the silver bolls Thou wo came to the 

gliding hills outside the town, the moat charming- 
nay, intoxicating — national sport of the people of 
bt Petersburg 

Two high icebergs, smooth as mirrors, provided 
with stops, stand opposite each other on a wide 
plain A tiny sleigh rectivcs us on the top of the 
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•one berg, and, guided b}’’ a reliable steerer, it flies 
d,own tbe sliming ice- course s\riffc as an arrow. We 
tlien leave tbe sleigb, ascend tbe many steps leading 
to tbe second berg in order to wbizz once more 
from its beigbt like a windblast into tbe deep . . . 
and so we go on without stopping, like a chaine 
anglatse. But if tbe steersman of tbe sleigb is not 
skilful and cool, be, as well as bis lady, may break 
arms and legs — nay, maybe tbeir necks. Tbe bold- 
ness, tbe danger, ratber heighten tbe peculiarly 
exciting charm of tbe pleasure. 

It is tbe greatest ambition of a St. Petersburg 
gentleman to be looked upon as a clever glidmg bill 
steerer. The knightly and handsome Emperor 
Nicolas possessed that reputation with perfect right 
(or bad tbe very first claim to such a reputation), 
and tbe people of St. Petersburg have often watched 
vntb admiration when tbe Czar so elegantly and 
safely guided tbe little sleigb in which sat Empress 
j^exandra. 

At one o’clock our cbeeks were no longer lookmg 
•crimson, but bad a bluish hue, caused by tbe 
pressure of the icy air, and lips now stiff and stark 
could only with difficulty speak and smile. At tbe 
bouse of tbe hospitable Bitters we soon recovered 
■from our sporting hardship, and five o’clock was 
there before we bad time to think. I wanted to 
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jour dear daoghter, ehe is to make tie acquaint- 
ance of our gidiug hiUa, a glorious pastime. " 
“ But to-morrow,’ I interrupted somewhat 
humbly, " the first rehearsal of ‘ KSuig Buzio ’ is 
to take place , the day after to-morrow the benefit- 
performance What now, if I were to turn hoarse 
and could not play , poor Pollert would hare a poor 
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“ you blooming and Yigorons bemg I We will wrop 
you veiy carefully m furs , afterwards we shall dine 
en petii amntS with my sister-m law. Mad Hitter 
It IS eleren o'clock now , at five o’clock you will bo 
back again with your mamma. ’ 

“My daughter will also have to look over her 
new part, ’ my mother aaid with oonoem. 

“ 'That she may do in the evening," replied Mud 
Plesko “ Please do not spoil our pleasure ” 

So I quickly sipped into my winter costume, and 
soon whirzod along the street in the fur lined sleigh 
with the silver bells Thou wo came to the 
gliding bills outside the town, the moat charming— 
nay, intoiicating — national sport of the people of 
8t Petersburg 

Two high icebergs, smooth ns mirrors, provided 
with steps, stand opposite each other on a wide 
plain A tiny sleigh receives us on the top of llio 
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“ But to-morrow,’ I interrupted somewhat 
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performance What now, if I were to turn hoarse 
and could not play , poor PoUert would have a poor 
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Enzio ; the fonrtli cla}^ lu the mornmg — rehearsal of 
a quadrille for a hal co^lumd — I appeared as Flora ; 
iny parliier, “Hofrath” "Wulferb, editor of the 
German journal, one of the ugliest, but also most 
amiable of men TNuth whom I came in contact 
in St. Petersburg, represented "Winter On the 
fifth evening, “ K.ithchcn von Heilbronn ; ” on the 
sixth, the costume ball ; on the seventh, rehearsal of 
the Brant vom Kjuast” — m the evening, benefit 
performance of “ Tjn-an domestique ” of the French 
troupe , on the eighth, performance of the “ Braut 
vom Kjnast” a highly tiagical, trying part; I 
calmly see my suitors fall from the wall enclosure 
till the really beloved is about to venture the 
ride. . . . Enough; I was totally exhausted, and 
yielded to no more pressing invitations for other 
amusements 

The summer life of the St. Petersburgers in their 
charming “ datsches,” which are mostly built en- 
tirely of wood in the manner of log-houses, is m the 
highest degree free and easy and gay. During my 
summer holidays, mother and I were, for weeks, 
guests in the “datsches” of Countess Fersen and 
the families of Baron Stieglitz, Felleisen, Pleske, 
and Bitter. During the day we made excursions 
by land or water, fished, had music, promenaded 
and bathed ; and in the evening till far on into the 
mild nights, which were clear and light as day, we 

Trr>r. nr T 
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retnm to mother, who was awaiting me, and to mj 
r^?e which I had to oommit to memory, when the 
amiable host cned — - 

Tou won’t get away yet. A pianist has been 
engaged, dancers of both sexes mvited , I have im- 
provised a ball to give my little wife a pleasant 
Burpnse ” 

surely, you don’t expect me to dance in 
these heavy clothes ? ” 

** Provision has been made for that also,* Herr 
Eittor said, tnumphantly ** I happened to havo 
time enough before dinner to call on your mother, 
and inform her of the new programme, and your 
ball-dress is waiting for yon anxiously I helped 
myself to pack it lu the bandbox.” 

* But, Konig Enzio ? ” 

“ Never mind Enno I Tou repeat carefully what 
the prompter says, and you Toll succeed all nght,” 
I heard on all sides Thus I had to motamorphoso 
myself, and danced memly till 12 o’clock 

Although very tired, I still studied my part dili- 
gently for some time, dunng the rehearsal I felt 
the approaching hoar80DC«s, but said nothing, not 
to make the hcncjiciaxre Pollori uneasy Thou I 
drank a throat and-chest decoction and kept my 
bed, and the boncGt passed oil successfully 

Next day I was taken away to nssist at a itnrCf 
mus%eah with dance, the third day, repetition of 
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baron’s nepTiew, and tbe poet’s unhappy wife, the 
often-mentioned Charlotte Stieglitz. 

Heinrich Stieglitz was thirty at that time, a very 
nice-looking young man with a black beard and 
curly head, and dark eyes that looked remarkably 
absent. He looked like an easy, nay, phlegmatic 
man of the world, although he always and every- 
where tried to look the poet, and to appear as if 
thinkmg tremendously profound iJhoughts and 
poetry. I often suspected that in such picturesque 
-situations — with crossed arms, his eyes fixed upon a 
certain point of the floor — he abandoned himself to 
a gentle mental slumber. He was utterly unsym- 
pathetic to me. 

Charlotte was of pleasing appearance, she had 
brown curls, and dark eyes that shone with Me and 
spirit, a charming voice, but she was just rather too 
anxious always to set off her “ poet” in the proper 
light There was something unsound in these en- 
deavours, as if the poor httle woman had to force 
herself to beheve in her phlegmatic poet her- 
self. 

And a year later when I was starring in Germany, 
the sad news travelled through the world that 
Charlotte Stieglitz had stabbed herself with a 
dagger, on the evening of the 29th December, 

1834, whilst her husband was at a concert, m order 

• 

to rouse her poet from his lethargy by the grief her 
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danoed in tte open, whilst the older ladies and 
gentlemen abandoned themaelves, not ■mthont 
passion, to the inemtable card tables. 

The greatest luxury was earned on in playing 
cards in St. Petersburg at that time. The playing 
went on night after night, often upon six to twelve 
tables, and not only were fresh cards famished 
every evening, bnt they were changed at eveiy table 
after two or three rounds Thus in a hospitable 
and neb house the playing cards alone swallowed 
up thousands of roubles The people comforted 
themselves at this extravagance, smilingly saying 
“ The stamp-money paid for the cards flows into 
the coffers of the great foundlings* house, a creation 
of the Empress mother Mana, and is expended for 
the poor chfldron * 

I have mentioned Boveml times the name of 
Baron Ludwig Sticglitr. Ho was the Gorman 
Bothschild of St. Petersburg, but in reality more, 
for ho was not only nch in money, ho was still 
richer in heart, and a noblo benefactor in tlio best 
sonso of tlio word I have spent days no\or to-bo 
forgotten in his truly Gorman house, and often 
racmly danced and sung with his amiable sons and 
daughters 

In his charming daUcho at Kamonoiostrow, in 
the summer of 1833, 1 likewise made the ac<|nnint 
once of the poet Ilcmncb Stitglitr, the hospitable 
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At tlie house of the Countess Fersen I made the 
acquaintance of hTatalie Kurakin, the widow of a 
General, a perfect ladj, and in spite of forty years, 
still an imposing and elegant beauty. Only some- 
times I was struck by a peculiarly harsh, nay, severe 
trait in her face that was always smihng so sweetly, 
for which I soon was to find the ugliest explana- 
tion. 

"With the Countess Fersen I had once been invited 
to attend a brilliant ball given by the Generad’s 
widow. Frau von Kurakin did the honours in a 
brilliant toilette and with the sweetest of her smiles. 
Her daughter, a pale little hot-house plant of 16 years, 
had to display all her little accomplishments . play 
etudes by Charles Meyer, sing Italian, execute a 
fantastic shawl dance. Countess Fersen whispered 
to me that all was a crafty speculation on the part 
of mother Natalie, having for its object her 
daughter’s marriage with the immensely wealthy, 
fireadfully dull young Prince with whom she was 
just then waltzing past And I soon noticed my- 
self how anxiously the General’s widow tried to 
bring her little daughter ever afresh into contact 
with the block of a Pnnce 

I happened to enter the room of the cham- 
bermaid in order to make good something 
that had gone wrong with my toilette, when I 
heard a soft voice singmg next door so sweetly 
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and plaintively a Bnesian "volbslied ’ (national 
Bong) — 

BtUwd iiK>{ ealaw«i 
Nightmgal® oh nij^htiogale, 

Sve«t lun® •ongvtma 

Toll me arhero tho irholfl lotJg mgtt 

Too apent tinging ani3lng song* T 

Hard chidmg words intemiptcd the Binging, and 
]ond elapB were followed by wbining and sobbing 
"N^th dismay I had recognized the angry voice of 
the widow 

“What IS that?' I asked the chambormoid, 
greatly shocked, when Frau von Kurakin had 
slammed tho door 

**01), those are just our Bcrfs P she said, in 
differently ** Unfortunately only four, tho last of 
four hundred souls that remain to us Tho 
General s widow only forbids them to sing that tho 
guests may not hoar it, and beats them tliat they may 
do their embroidery more diligently Tho money 
for tho sewing is almost our only rovonuo now 
Oh at tho time wo had our four hundred souls—’* 

But 1 had already opencnl tho door and Btoo<l 
in a low musty room from which an icj current of 
air met mo Around a table sat four scantily clnd 
womii), with haggard faces and hollor. eye**, work 
ing in embroidery ingenious festoons around rnudin 
curtains, then n new fasluon, two smoking tallow 
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candles furnishing the dim light by which they 
worked. Three of the women were old, and sat 
there stooping down to their work as if they were 
half blind. The fourth was a young maiden with 
sweet innocent features, but so pale and wearied, 
and her eye looked so sad and thoughtful — as if 
gazing into the far, far distance. She hummed 
softly, softly to herself — 

“ Salawei moi salawei . . .” 

All looked in astonishment at me, for I was 
adorned for the ball. 

Do you speak German ? ” I asked in a kind tone 
‘‘ Ich — ein wenig ! ” said the young maiden, 
softly ; and then related to me her sad little story 
as I questioned her further — 

“ When our good master, the General, was still 
alive, he had me instructed, together with his 
daughter, and he promised me that I should one 
day be free and happy, and marry my Ivan But 
then the good master died, and our mistress sold 
Ivan along with a hundred other serfs, and he 
had to go a thousand miles away from here . . . 

and I shall never see him again, and never again 
hear his dear voice sing the song of the nightingale. 
Oh, the General’s^widow is a wicked, hard mistress. 
God IV ill punish her ’ ” 

“ Yes,” I repeated, involuntarily, " God will 
punish her ! ” 
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Deeply affected by tins hatnan miaery, I pressed 
all tbe money I had with me into the hands of tho 
unfortunate women They wanted to kiss my dress 
1 hastened away But not back to the bnllmnt, gay 
ball room— not to the nmmble, sweetly smiling, 
beautiful General's widow I fled this house 

of misery and am, never to enter it ngnin 

And nevertheless NatnUe Kurakin, the General b 
widow, was said once to have been good and mild 
and loving — as long ns tho sun of fortune smiled 
upon her I 

Conntess Fereon told mo tho story of her early 
fhond — 

‘ Natalie was tho most beautiful and most amiable 
girl, she became tho most beautiful, most amiable 
Indy ot tho Court of tho Kmperor Aloxandor I Hor 
husband idolized hor, and unfortunatoly allowed 
her complete dominion over himsolf Only too 
readily ho indulged her love for pleasure and 
luxury, which went beyond his means Ho sold 
ono cslato, ono hundred souls after tho other, to 
procure for hor tho means for her luxunous life 
Only ono thing sometimes clouded tho happiness of 
this matrimony from an old bachelor « habit ho 
preferred to go to his nnstocratio club there to 
pla\, rather than to accompany his wifo to lialN and 
Court ‘‘Oin.M This would cause som< tunes i^ly 
FecuLS when tho fair lady in her hall toilette hid to 
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'Wait for the G-eneral. Once, when lie handed her a 
little pack of bank-notes he had won, as a sort of 
peace-offering, ISTatalie had seized them, and, m her 
anger, thrown them into the fire in the chimney, 
in order to cure the Greneral thoroughly of club and 
gaming and late hours 1 

“ Nevertheless, some months after, when she was 
.already adorned in full splendour for a Court-ball, 
the G-eneral kept her waiting again. ... In 
increasing excitement she walked through the 
saloon. . . At last he came, greatly excited, 
with a red face and flashing eyes. . . . She 
took it for the excitement caused by wine, and told 
/him so in vehement words. 

“ ‘ No, dear darling, I had the most important 
business to attend to, concerning yourself and our 
-Alexandra. Look at these rouble-notes — you will 
jnot throw them into the fire.’ 

“ ‘ I will though I ’ she exclaimed, m a flame. ‘ I 
hate gambhng and the earnings of gamblers. . . .’ 
And as she spoke she snatched the notes from his 
hands and threw them into the fire. . . . 

“ He shrieked in despair and rushed forward to 
snatch them from the fire ... Too late I There 
was seen a bright blaze — and . . . 

“ ‘ Natalie ! ’ he said in a hollow voice ‘ You 
have just now consigned to the flames our whole 
fortune — 300,000 roubles 1 I wish that you may 
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not have bitterly to me your pnasionateness if I 
sbonld not retnm alive from tbe Canoasus To-day 
I received the order from the Emperor’s ovm mouth 
that I should have to start for the army in the 
Oauoasus to-morroiv In order to secure your and 
our child’s future, at all events, I had to-day sold 
our last estates — except one — to the Crown, 
and everything now is ashes ! ashes ! * 

** His presentiment was fulfilled He was killed in 
one of the first engagements in the Caucasus, and 
Natalie became the most heartless and unlonng 
widow After she had sold her lost estate and the 
last hundred souls, and spent the procoods in her 
old luxurious stylo m order to keep up before tUo 
world the splendour of her house as long os possible, 
and to find a nch match for horscU and bor daughter 
•—and when all bor plans came to nought, and she 
found herself eventually reduced to her modest 
widow annuity — then her heart grow over bitterer 
and harder sho became the most cruel task, 
mistress of bor four serfs, and tormented thorn 
fearfully, by the most trying embroidery work, 
earned on day and night, in order to cam a few 
ronWes ' 

** Tho Gonorars widow la a wicked, hard raintre^a 
God wDl punish her I ’ J could not forget tho wnil 
ing, accusing worils of poor Kathinkn, who MOg 
80 sadly tho song of the mghtiognlc 
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And God did pnni*?!! licr — drendfii])}*! She really 
Bucceeded in marrying her Alexandra to the ini- 
mcnsely wealthy, droadfully dull block of a Prince. 
Their union turned out a most unhappy one. 
Princc‘ 5 S zVlexaiidra ‘'Ought to forget her unloving 
husband m other “ amour‘s ” , the Prince abandoned 
hiin‘:elf to drinking and gambling. And one day 
he had gambled away his whole colossal fortune 
■when m a state of intoxication, and 111 that state 
shot himself dead. . 

Alexandra returned to her mother. Death 
Boon released the poor four serfs’ souls from their 
suiTerings and their cruel task-mistress. In a 
suburb of St. Petersburg — aftei having hardened 
and embittered themselves more and more — avoided 
and foi gotten by all their former friends and ac- 
quaintances — General Kurakin’s widow and her 
daughter have long since died and ceased to be 
thought of. 

I often repeat the sad song of the nightingale in 
my Swiss solitude, and think of poor Kathinka and 
her Ivan. . . . 

Will they have met again in another world ? I 
should like to know. 

^ 'K 4 . 5^ 

In summer we German actors played — turn about 
with the French — sometimes in the pretty httle 
theatre at Jelagyn, where the richest and most 




12i MEMOIRS OF KAROUITE BATTER 

fashionable fatniiiea of St. Petersburg have their 
oharming summer residences. 

On the occasion of these visits to Jolngyn, nn 
elegant dataohe had often attracted my attention 
in passing, it was sitnated m a large, beautiful 
parh, with delicious groups of flowers upon the woU 
kept bowhng.greea underneath the windows But 
those windows were always shut, the iron gate 
in the raihng with the gilt crowns was firmly closed. 
And never n human being was to be soon npon the 
gravelled paths that were aliraya tidily raked, or in 
the verandah Not oven a gardener was to bo seen 
The whole possession scorned quite Swcotbnnr’s 
Castle, sunk in deep slnmbor Was the family from 
homo? On my inquiring I only learned that tho 
datscho belonged to a Pnneoss Galitsin, and that sho 
was an invohd 

Soon however, I received or obtained tho most 
touching explanation On n splendid evening in 
Juno I had played, with Juho Qerstel, Barlow, 
and Welland, tho Baroness WaldliQll in tho piece, 

“ Das lotito Jlittcl," at the Jelngyn Theatre tfy 
best fnond in St. Petersburg, tho amiable Jlnd 
Fclleiscn, had written to roe that after tho perform 
nnco sho would fetch rao with her carnage, and 
drive mo back to town Thus I Mt gaily con 
versing by tho sido of my fnond, to whom I 
had given tho jocular name of “Gurli ’ — after 
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one of my favourite parts in tbe “ Indianer m 
England.” 

“ Gurli ” told me that she had also to fetch her 
husbaud, who was at the house of Princess Gahtzin, 
whose datsche always looked so dead and desolate. 

By this time our carnage had stopped in front of 
the slumbering villa . . . But what life prevailed m 
the house and garden now ! All the windows were 
lit up brilliantly, and through the dark verdure of 
the park were seen blazing red flames of torches 
which came to meet us . 

“ The Princess has her Thursday night soiree,” 
“Gurb” said to me, in haste. “The torches ap- 
proach us ; watch, then, perhaps you may see the 
interesting — unhappy woman near by. Exactly, 
there they are My Karl walks beside the Princess. 
The whole company seems to be seeing him to the 
carriage.” 

It was so. And whilst Herr Felleisen took his 
leave of the Princess, and the latter entered into a 
friendly conversation with “ Gurli ” and me, I had 
time to examine the unhappy lady and her company 
a little more closely. 

The Princess, her marble-pale, finely-cut face 
illuminated by the glow of torches, made a deep 
impression upon me. She was possessed of a tall, 
well-made, royal figure, with large, dark-blue eyes 
and fair curls, and was scarcely older than I She 
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looked as if slie had xvept much, and in her weeping 
had quite forgotten how to smile 

Among the guests I recogmiod the poet Pusoh- 
km and his heautiful spoDsd— neither dreaming 
that a bullet, received in a duel, would so soon cut 
short his important life, and that her beauty and 
imprudence would be the cause of this fatal builot* 
Besides, I rcoognized Pnnee Cantakuzon, and tho 
famous pmno->urtao8o, Charles Moyer, tho teachor 
of the Prmcess 

Our carnage rolled away — and liko a spectral 
viflion the whole nocturnal torch procession Jay 
bohind ua I could not help thinking of the 
flpmt-proccssioD m **l/eonoro whilst my fnonds 
related to mo tho story of tho unhappy Pnneoss — 

* She was tho happiest woman in all Su Petors- 
bui^, and had hardly been mamed a year to tho 
young and handsome Pnneo Alexander Galitnn, 
when tho Emperor Kicolns ascended tho throne, 
and crushed tho military roiolt then breaking out 
with an iron, bloody band 

“Was Princo Galittm among tho conspirators? 
"Was ho guilty? I havonover boon able to see clearly 
in tho matter Enough , on n glorious monnog m 
Juno, when roses and jasraino wore jK*rfuraing tlto 
air, and Iho sun sent down Broiling Us goldin mys, 
tho myrmidons of the Cz3rnppearc<l m the lK>auliful 
villa at Tclag)n and snatched the Pnnee from the 
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arms of bis tender spouse, and carried lum to 
Siberia, 

** In Tain the influential princely family made every 
eSort to save liim I In vam tbe Princess threw her- 
self at the feet of the Czar Nicolas, imploring pardon ! 
It is said that ,the Czar had asked a price for this 
pardon which the faithful spouse dared not grant. 

‘‘ In her wild pain she made the vow not to see 
again the joyful light of the sun which she had seen 
for the last time in the loving eyes of her husband 
on that unhappy morning in June when he was 
snatched from her arms — except in his eyes. 

“ She has not seen again his beloved, loving eyes, 
nor the joyful light of the sun. 

“ The Prince died in two years’ time in Siberia. 
The Princess turns the day into night and the night 
into day, and demands the same of her servants and 
the guests who come to stay with her. 

“ All the endeavours of her family and of the physi- 
cians to restore the beautiful rich lady to life and 
sunlight, were m vam ! In vain they tried to induce 
her to undertake a journey to foreign parts, hoping 
that a new hfe around her might distract and divert 
her. To all remonstrances she answered, 'No, in 
the same rooms in which I was so happy with 
Alexander, I will live out my vow m memory of Mm. 
Is it not my last joy on earth in this way to hve 
on the reminiscences of my heart ? ’ 
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" And Tvhen the people wonted to ‘ heal * and 
restore her to the light of the sun, that is to sa^r,. 
to make her unfaithful to her vow — then the Pnn 
cess went into a paroxysm of anger until she 
■was allowed her own way 

" Thns she has now been living for six years — only 
during the nights — without the light of the sun 
How long may she oonfcmuo yet to lire in this way P ’* 
Yes, how long yot ? In vain I put that question 
to myself even tcwlay Often I passed the slumber- 
dead viUa, thinking compnaaionatoly of the unhappy 
Princess I have noror soon her ogam, and do not 
know to-day oron, when or how her sunless lifo 
went out 

«••••• 

I became acquainted with another strange, un- 
healthy grief m Holy Ruesin 

"WliDD my first benefit night was announced in 
Bt. Petersburg, there culled on us an elderly 
Bussian couple, dressed in deep mourning, mfro 
ducing thcmsolrcs to mother and mo os Baron and 
Baroness Kircof, and cngagctl a wholo first 
pnvnto box, paying for it four limes the usual pnee 
At the pamo limo tho pair kept etanng at mo in 
a strango wav whilst tears were tneUmg down 
their withered checks 

At lost the Indi said ""Vou look at us in 
coDFtcninlion, and inquinnglv Pardon, dear lady. 
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this extraordinary scene and our importunity. 
For the last four years we liave not been in a 
theatre — since we were so suddenly bereaved of our 
Olga, an only child. Then we happened lately to 
see your picture, and were surprised at your resem- 
blance to our beloved departed ; and now we have 
come to refresh our hearts by sight of you . . . 
Would you and madame, your mother, this day 
week, grant us the joyful pleasure to be present at 
a small ball which we give yearly on the anniver- 
sary of the death, and in memory of, our dear Olga, 
who was so gay a dancer ? She dropped down dead 
just when dancing so charmingly the ‘ solo des 
dames’ m 2Lfrangaise. . . Sobs prevented the 
nnhappy mother from saying more 

The Baron, not less moved, repeated the strange 
invitation ; and, quite unstrung, I promised to come 
to the ball. 

On my benefit night I saw the pair sitting all 
alone in their large box. They were dressed m deep 
mourning, and m tears. 

To my great surprise, some days afterwards, I 
received, packed m an elegant band-box, a com- 
plete charming ball-costume — a white dress, with 
bouquets of corn-flowers and a set of pearl ornaments 
— with a French billet from the Baroness Ehreef, 
and a touching request to wear this costume on the 

VOL. m. 
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evening o£ the ball, to please her and her husband, 
adding that they had last seen their Olga dance 
m a similar dress, 

I never made my preparations for a ball, or drove 
to a ball, or danced, m a sadder mood, 

Baron and Baroness Kireef received mother and 
mo in deep mourning, and m tears, bnt mth touch- 
ing gratitude We were oondnctcd into a saloon 
that was beautifully illuminated, and decorated mth 
splendid flowers. An elegant company — consisting 
mostly of Olga’s former friends and partners — was 
already waiting for ns A small piohed orchestra 
BtracW up a merry polonaise bnt not an oj o ap- 

peared animated by the pleasure of dancing, not a 
gay, jocular word was board Was it not tho 
anniversary of Olga KireoPs death, and her unhappy 
parents, seated on raised settees, looked weeping at 
tho same dancos, and with breaking hearts listened 
to tho samo dance-tunes that they did four years 
before And I felt how their weeping eyes wore 
filed upon mo, who was thought to bo so like tho 
dead Olga. 

Then tho orchestra played the cliarming /rnnfoud 
in C Flat by Pnneo Alexei OrIow,nnd a inolnncholy 
whispenng vibrated through tho hall Tho 
weeping of tho poor parents changed into coniul- 
Bivo sobbing This was Olgas death-danci 

I conld not toko my eyes otf tho unhapiiy parents 
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With a heav 3 ’, anxious heart I began the portentous 
'' solo des dames. . . 

Suddenl}^ I heard a heart-rending scream . . . 
and felt the trembling arms of the Baroness around 
my neck. . . . She drew me awa}’’, whilst the music 
broke off with a shrill discord. ... I followed 
the uuhapp}’’ mother as if m a dream, and soon 
stood in Olga’s sleeping apartment, which had re- 
mained in the state m which it was at the time of 
her death. On the sofa lay her ball-costume, 
which had been the pattern for mine; upon the 
toilette-table lay the ornament of pearls. . . . And 
tbe poor mother hung sobbing on my neck, and 
called me by the tenderest pet-names — “ Olga, my 
sweet Olga . . .” — till she sank down exhausted on 
Olga’s bed, and I, almost in horror, left the house 
of a fanatical, blasphemous grief. Nor could 1 
ever make up my mind again to be present at a 
mourning ball in this house. I also heard that the 
ball on the anniversary of Olga’s death was attended 
more and more sparingly since curiosity no longer 
furnished new dancers and partners. 

From these three Russian life-sketches, I have 
learned that the celebrated fashionable Russian 
ladies, spoiled by wealth and homage, have seldom 
the moral strength to bear in humility and resigna- 
tion any hard blows of fate. 

Holy Russia is the land of extremes — of the sun- 
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niesfc optimism and the blackest pesaimism Onlj 
thus could Russia produce Her three greatest poets 
Pusolikm, Lermontow”, Turgenjew 1 

• *«««« 

And could I depart from Russia — from Holy 
Russia — mthoufc romembenng my wa r m est ad 
mirersP They might have reached a very great 
height if I had been w3IiDg But after the sad ox- 
penences I had but recently had in England, 
when I had to dospiso mysoU as being tho toy of 
an august, weaned gentleman, I had little difficulty 
in declining this now ** fortune 

One of my most attentive adtmrors was Colonel 
Lewoff, and perhaps I might have become a Russian 
coloncrs wife had not tho Colonels deceased vrifo, 
tho late iind Feddersen, my famous and cclohmtod 
predecessor on the Gorman stage in 8t Petersburg, 
always stopped botwocu us at the wrong time 

bon tho good Colonel ivns in a fair i\ay to lay 
his mo‘?t ardent homage at my feet, tho picture of 
hiB Into lamented one suddenly emerged before 
liim and bo molted away in tears and in cn 
thusiostic adoration of tho dopartc<l 

I cwoff ga^o nio a grand dinner, but tho picture 
of the departed hung in tho dminp room and 
it was just ns if tho dinner was nil m her honour 
All the conversation turned about her, only /rr 
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'beaut jj amiability, and art were extolled, and I 
listened patiently. 

She must have been a wonderfully beautiful 
woman Her picture reminded me of my most 
-dangerous Karlsruhe rival, the charming blond 
Amalie Heumann, now Mad. Haitzinger in Yienna. 

As artiste, Peddersen produced her effects 
through her brilhant natural means, her lively 
temperament, and a rare artistic instinct which’ 
■always hit the right thing without any profound 

c 

study of the character. 

Her lively temperament also manifested itself m 
pnvate life, and sometimes even rather drastically 
against the good colonel 

When the lady was very vehemently gesticu- 
lating to her husband one day, her little boy sud- 
denly came up, took his mother’s hand, led her to 
a corner, and said : “ Here, mamma, tand till — tiU 
mamma good again I ” The child had had some 
personal experiences m that method of brmging up 
children. 

I was told in St. Petersburg that Mad. Peddersen 
had died in consequence of having partaken of 
“ sauerkraut ” only two days after her last confine- 
ment, being unable to resist the craving for it 

But the colonel maintained that the “ sauerkraut ” 
had done her no harm, as she was possessed of a 
good constitution, but a fright, caused by the 
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servant dropping a large dish in her bedroom, 
behind the large mahogany floreen which divides 
most of the sleeping apartments in St Petersburg, 
had done it. 

Among my old admirers, there was a proud, stout 
general, with a splendid thrco-pointed plumed hnt. 
He was aide de-onmp to Prince Alexander of 'WOr 
temberg, and in his addresses shyer than many a 
comet I imagine I see tho good, stout gonoml, 
with his crimson face, still standing before mo 
doing me homage, no sign of a waist, his cmbon 
point almost bnrsting tho buttons of his tunic, in 
his left hand tho proud plumed hat, at which his 
right was so constantly pinching and pulling that 
tho white feathers wore flying about whilst his shy 
lips stammered tender words of galhntry 

■Wlien tho visit was over, the maid was called in 
ovciy time to remove tho feathers with a brush 
In doing so, she would pass some merry remark 
“ To-day, Lord Pluckcr has plucked well ' or, 
“ To day Lord Pluckcr kxs been very moderate ” 
So I, too, carao soon to call this bashful admirer 
our plnckcr 1 Ho (now a State Councillor) lately 
wrote to mo from Presburg 

Aflcr tho colonel and general, a youthful verv 
fine-looking lieutenant of h ngincers — Ah sander 
von Konigk He was a fnend of my brother I/aiiK 
rorca'd my mother like a fond son, and fiai]uenteii 
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our Louse as if Le belonged to the family He was 
an enthusiast in art and poetry, but especially he 
loved the theatre, and even at that time he fre- 
quently said that he would quit the colours of 
Mars altogether, and entirely devote himself to 
Thalia to bo able to pla}’- with me — his youthful 
ideal of an artiste He paid his homage to me in a 
most transcendent way, with poems and flowers ; 
and from love for me lie even undertook a venture- 
some courier’s ride to Riga when^I was playing 
there during the Russian Lent. 

My last performance before leaving was my 
benefit. “ Mane Petenbeck ” was over, and I had 
been recalled before the curtain again and again, and 
covered with wreaths and flowers. . . . But “Mane 
Petenbeck ” was to have an amusing sequel yet 
The stage-manager, Moller, according to the 
custom then prevailing, stepped forward to an- 
nounce the play for the next evening — Kotzebue’s 
“Krenzfahrer ” But he was interrupted by a gay, 
bright voice from the pit — 

“Nothing of the kind. We want to have- 
Karoline Bauer once more. . . .” 

“ Yes — that is what we want. Karoline Bauer 
must play again to-morrow,” was heard from all 
du’ections now. 

“ But the young lady wants to leave — to return- 
to St. Petersburg.” 
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Hufit remain here 1 — remain hero I ’ cncd tho 
clear commander’s voice, and the enthusiasm 
stncVen house repeated mth delight — 

“ Yes, yes, stay here 1 *’ 

“ I crave your indulgence for a moment Of 
course, tho young lady \nU require to bo con- 
sulted " 

And good iloller, together with tho “ dircotnoo,” 
Frau von Tschornjuweky, mshod into my dressing- 
room 

“I shall play with pleasure once moroP I said, 
laughing ** But who is this leading clamourcr?" 

“A tall, \ory handsome officer from SU Peters 
burg in a splendid engineers uniform!* tho 
tnanngcr cried, hastily , nod mu back to tho stngo 
to announce — 

“ Tho managers have siiccccdod m inducing 
Fruulcm Bauer to appear one more night* , ” 

(“ Bravo 1 bravo I ') “ In what part docs a 

highly honoured pubho nisli to aco her? * 

“ Susclicn in tho ‘Briiutigam ous Mexico I tho 
clear ^o^cc commanded 

“\cs Suseben — SuBchon " tho ciiorus 

echoed 

And SuBchen and I wore announced 

hrm von iBclicmjiiwsky toa^csl mo onougli about 
the hand‘‘OUio admirer from St IVtcrshur^ nho 
liad followed mo with ItnjKnnl courier horat-^. Uxj 
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and cunous I arrived m the hotel, when I was met 
triumphantly b}' my beautiful, youthful engineer- 
lieutenant . . . the good Alexander von Kouigk. 

Both of us laughed heartil}’’ at this meeting, 
and Ins dictatorial proceedings to compel me to 
play once more on the Riga stage, and especially to 
give him in}' compau}’- for another day. He had 
armed shortly before the beginning of the play, 
and was as happ}'’ as a child to be able to devote to 
me his whole day and return m our company to 
St. Petersburg. 

"When I bade farewell to St Petersburg, and to 
this friend, he asked bashfully for a parting kiss. 
I kissed him from the depth of my mourning 
heart. For in all likelihood this was a parting for 
life. . . . Did not I go to Germany, he to the 
Caucasus ? But when, accidentally, I looked in the 
mirror, an irresistible extravagant laughter seized 
me, which little suited this parting scene. But it 
was comical in the highest degree to see with what 
different eyes we two stared at the blackish shadow 
that had remained on my upper lip after the kiss. 
"When I saw the glowing red of bashful embarrass- 
ment, which flooded the full, fresh cheeks and the 
'Ordinarily bright brow of my melancholy war-god 
with a burning purple, a light dawned upon me. 
Hy young lieutenant had greatly assisted his youth- 
ful sparse fair moustache by the plentiful apphea- 
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** MuBt remain here I — remain hero 1 ^ oned the 
clear commander’s toico , and the enthusiasm 
stncVen house repeated with delight — 

" Yes, yes, stay hero I ” 

“ I crave your indulgence for a moment. Of 
course, the young lady ‘vnli roqniro to bo oon 
suited ' 

And good iloller, together with the “diroctnco,” 
Frau von TschemjuwsVyr, mshod into my dressing* 
room 

** I shall play with plcaauro once more I ” I said, 
laughing Bat who is this Icrading olamourcr?” 

“ A tall, very handsome olBcor from St Peters 
huTg in a splendid onginoors uniform I ’ Iho 
manager cned, hastily , and ran baok to tbo stage 
to announce — 

' The managers have succoedod in inducing 
Friiulcin Bauer to appear one more night . ” 

(“Bmiol bravo I ") “In wlint part docs a 
highly honoured puhlio nusli to boo her?” 

“ Suschen in the * Bruutignra aus ifoiico I ’ ” tho 
clear voice commanded 

“\c3 Suschen — Suachen ** tho chorus 

echoed 

And Supchen and I were announced 

Irm ^on Tpchcnijua-sh^ lca’«e<l mL enough about 
the lmu(homo admirer from St who 

had followed rao with Imperial coancr horus. Gay 



IN HOLY RUSSIA, 


18 ^ 


remained still faithful to the same theatre by be- 
coming its art-loving chief stage-manager and 
director. All the members of the stage love and 
honour their genial and just chief, which they 
proved to him in the heartiest manner on the occa- 
sion of his late 3 ubilee. The Emperor honoured 
the able manager of his German Court Theatre by 
creating him a knight of a shining order. And the 
ever young heart of my old friend put forth its 
rarest and most wonderful blossom this spring : 
with heart-felt sympathy I learned that a young, 
amiable sister-artiste followed her widowed director 
to the altar. Good luck, faithful old friend I 

It touched me greatly when I heard that the 
highly-talented Hedwig Hiemann-Raabe had told 
my friends in Zurich that Xaroline Bauer’s 
memory was kindly cherished in the German 
Theatre of St. Petersburg even to this day — thanks 
to Director Komgk-Tollert. He never tired of re- 
peating during the rehearsals : Xaroline Bauer’s 
conception of the character was such-and-such ; 
she played this scene so-and-so — introduced this 
nuance here, that one there.” . . . 

To my faithful St. Petersburg friend I am 
indebted for the following cheerful episode during 
my engagement in Riga, of which I was entirely 
ignorant. Xonigk wrote to me in 1874 : “ How 
drastically you depicted in your splendid article^ 
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tion of black cosmetao in order to boar the parting- 
para mth manly resignation, and emotion had done 
the rest But at last the good fellow was obliged 
to jom m my immoderate laughter Thus we 
parted in the spring of 1834 never to seo- 

each other again 

*What a delightful aurpriBo I had when, soon after 
the appoarnnoe of my first ** Stago-Rominisconccs,” 
I received a thick letter from St. Petersburg — from 
the " Director" of the Gorman Court Theatre at St 
Petersburg Dr Alexander von KOmgk Tollort^a 
good, dear, charming letter, full of youthful fresh- 
ness and faithful fnondship, as if his moustnclio had 
but yesterday coloured my lips 1 And yet sovon- 
and tliirty years, so portonlous for both of us, lay 
between I 

Betumed from the Caucasus, Komgk Tollort 
marned an amiablo young lady, and took to the 
stage, wboro ho made a happy Mui ns jouthful 
"lover" In Ins leisure ho devoted himself to 
literary work, ho possessed considopablo nccora 
phshmonls, having at the desire of his parents 
studied in Dorpat first theology and nflcrwnrJs 
philologv 

For twenty yenrfl, from 1812 to 18G2, Dr von 
KCmgk Tollort ns reprc^'cnting actor, was nn t x 
ccllont support of the German Court Thcaln* in St 
Petersburg, then ho retired with a full |Hn^ion, hut 
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remained still faithful to the same theatre by be- 
coming its art-loving chief stage-manager and 
director. All the members of the stage love and 
honour their genial and just chief, which they 
proved to him m the heartiest manner on the occa- 
sion of his late jubilee. The Emperor honoured 
the able manager of his G-erman Court Theatre by 
creating him a knight of a shining order. And the 
ever young heart of my old friend put forth its 
rarest and most wonderful blossom this spring : 
with heart-felt sympathy I learned that a young, 
amiable sister-artiste followed her widowed director 
to the altar. Good luck, faithful old friend ! 

It touched me greatly when I heard that the 
highly-talented Hedwig ITiemann-Eaabe had told 
my friends in Zunch that Karolme Bauer’s 
memory was kindly cherished in the German 
Theatre of St. Petersburg even to this day — thanks 
to Director Komgk-Tollert. He never tired of re- 
peating during the rehearsals : “ Karolme Bauer’s 
conception of the character was such-and-such ; 
she played this scene so-and-so — introduced this 
here, that one there.” . . 

To mj- faithful St. Petersburg friend I m 
for the following cheerful episode duriDg 

which I was entirely 
ia-'iiniw _ ™ T874 : “Hois' 
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* Es giebfc nnr a Kaiseratadfc,* the finsoo as Kia^ 
Enzio at the ‘ Burg Theater* m Vienoa of our good 
old departed St, Petersbarg colleague, Pollort 
** Well, it 13 true, poor Pollert was no boauti*, oven 
in hia youth, but an excellent, conscientious artiste, 
and a good, warm hearted man And this good, 
"ivarin heart whioh has returned to dust long ago, 
hofl burned for Blarolino Biuor hotly and quietly, 
and theroforo mth pams the bitterer to bear, for 
forty and six years — hopelessly 1 And his wo8 a 
proud heart , theroforo you never heard of this 
bnmmg Hro and thoso pams But not lurinisod 
thorn cither ? The heart of a young girl is, as a 
rule, hko a highly sensitive plant on this point, 
Ab you TTiU remember, Pollort vrns in Kiga during 
your first stay m 1828 , ho ropresontod the } outhful 
lo\or, and together TVith you played the parts of 
‘Homco,* ‘Don Carlos,* and other tender clmrio- 
tors hen the fair hutlcrflv continued litr course 
to St* pLlcrsburg poor Pollort wns all a bliuing 
flame within His last pleasure was to be able to 
escort you in triumph as for as AouonaQiWcn, with 
I don t know how maoy vehicles full of udmirtrs 
Uo rtlumcd to Uiga a vtrj wid man, wuudLnttt, 
about like ‘Poor Peter m IIcuio's billal In 
voliin’anly bo wended Ins steps towanU tlm ‘Si nil 
LfOndon, whtrv you hid beta hnng Qui Ir ho 
walks up the stair and cvils sid lojks a ih> dj»“ 
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belimd which you no longer breathe. Then 
the housemaid appears, unlocks the door, enters, 
and begins to clear up the room. . . . Ah, 
a fortunate idea 1 ‘ The room is still completely so 

as the ladies had left it ? ’ The astonished girl 
nods assent. PoUert puts a silver rouble into her 
hand, pushes her out of the room, bolts the door 
from within, and exultantly and weeping he buries 
his burning face and his overflowing heart in the 
first bed-pillow lie comes to . . . till the girl knocks 
impatiently at the door. He presses the last sweet- 
bitter kiss of pain upon the pillow. . . A small 
feather that had found its way out of the pillow, 
a long fair hair from the toilet- table, he safely 
deposits in his pocket book, after many kisses. 
One more melancholy, last parting look through 
the beloved room, which the hand of a hireling is 
beginning to desecrate, a deep sigh, and . . . 
‘Yes, yes, the widow Bauer was a very dear and 
excellent lady ! ’ the housemaid said, sympathismgly. 
‘ W e, too, all of us, are very sorry that she is gone 
now She said that on her whole tour she had not 
had such a nice sleeping apartment as this one.’ . . . 
As if in a dream, unlucky PoUert stares at the melan- 
choly soothsayer, and echoes faintly . ‘The widow — ^ 
sleeping apartment — this one here. . . . And the 
young lady ? Where did the young lady sleep ? ’ 
‘ Well, in the adjoining room. But you cannot go 
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in. The ladies had scarcely left when there amrod 
a ohicory-traveller, who had been on the road the 
whole night. I had to prepare the room for him at 
once, and he is snoring by this time so loud that 
you may hear him m the lobby ’ 

“ ‘ "Wliat a shock this caused to my tendorcst and 
most ardent feehngs 1 ’ poor PoUort finished his 
melancholy confession to me, years afterwards 
‘ I had wasted my tears and lasses , they had gone 
to the wrong — though otherwise a t oiy rcspootablo 
— address, and within — m paradise — there snored a 
very common chicory travellor That was a 

bitter sedative — but it was a wholesome one I ’ " 

Poor, good Pollertl Ecally, I never bad the 
least idea that his honest heart was burning so 
hotlv for mo. “ For with such a face” 

Ko, ho was no beauty, and ho bad to find this 
out to his bitter cost when ho played King hnzio, 
the ideal of beauty, in Vienna, the beauty loving 
city Fiasco was inovuablo — King Eniio Pollort 
made a grand fiasco 1 

But fnond Pollert himself may contmuo the 
recital of his tragical Enzio story m \nonnn lie 
always began with a deep sigh “ The \ lenna 
‘ mttndant (inanagir general) sent for mo on tlio 
morning after this most painful evening of my hfi 
1 did not feel quite at ea o whin I < ntorrl the 
reciptlon room Count lilrateubcrg stood m the 
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middle of the room, as straight as a taper, and 
acknowledged my bow not even by the least nod 
•of the head. Moreover,' he stared at me as if I 
possessed the petrifying property of the Gorgon- 
head. 

“ ‘ Tour Excellency has commanded . . .’ I 
stammered, after a painful pause. 

“ To answer. His Excellency only stared at me 
more stone-like still. 

“ I began to feel uncomfortable in the highest 
degree. I asked myself if His Excellency was, 
perhaps, a somnambulist ? Then I took my heart 
into my two hands and began anew — 

“ ‘ Tour Excellency was pleased to command . , 

“ Then the stony lips opened, and in the tone of a 
somnambulist, glided from them (in the Yiennese 
•dialect) — 

“ ‘ How is it possible, with such a face — with such 
a face . . .’ 

‘“"WTiat is your pleasure, your Excellency?’ I 
stammered, now entirely put out. 

“ His Excellency seized me by the arm, and, pull- 
ing me to a high mirror, cried as if beside himself 
(in the same charming dialect) — 

“ ‘ What I you want to play King Enzio with such 
a face, at our Burg Theatre, with such a cobbler’s 
face? Did you never look into a mirror? . . . 
Good gracious I With such a face, which a decent 
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in The ladies had scarcely left "SThen there arrived 
a chicory traveller, who had been on the road the 
whole night I had to prepare the room for him at 
once, and ho is snonng by this time so loud that 
you may bear him in tho lobby * 

“ ‘ "What a shock this caused to my tendorcst and 
most ardent feeUngs 1 * poor PoUort finished his 
melancholy confession to me, years aflorwards 
* I had wasted my tears and losses , they had gono 
to the wrong — though otherwise a very rospootablo 
— address, and within — in paradise — there snored a 
very common chicory traveller That was a 

bitter sedative — but it was a wholosomo ono I * ** 

Poor, good PoUort 1 Really, I never bad tho 
least idea that his honest heart was burning so 
hotly for rao ** For with suoU a faco'^ 

No, ho was no beauty, and ho Imd to find this 
out to his bitter cost when ho placed King hnzio, 
tho ideal of beauty, m Vienna, the beauty loving 
city Fiasco was inovitablo — King Bnzio Pollcrt 
made a grand Casco I 

But fnend Pollcrt InmHoU may continue tho 
recital of his tragical Enrio story in Vienna IIo 
nl\rn}fl began with a deep sigh “Tho \ lenna 
‘mlondant (manager gcnonl) sent for rao on tfio 
morning nftcr this most painful evening of my lift 
1 did not feel quite ol ca^o wh' n I mtcri I the 
reception room Count rurstenber^ Blood m tho 
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middle of tlie room, as straight as a taper, and 
acknowledged my bow not even by the least nod 
of the head. Moreover; he stared at me as if I 
possessed the petrifying property of the Gorgon- 
head. 

“ ‘ Tour Excellency has commanded . . .’ I 
stammered, after a painful pause. 

“ hfo answer. His Excellency only stared at me 
more stone-like still. 

“ I began to feel uncomfortable in the highest 
degree. I asked myself if His Excellency was, 
perhaps, a somnambulist ? Then I took my heart 
into my two hands and began anew — 

“ ‘ Your Excellency was pleased to command . . 

“ Then the stony lips opened, and in the tone of a 
somnambulist, glided from them (in the Viennese 
■dialect) — 

“ ‘ How is it possible, with such a face — with such 
a face . . .’ 

“ ‘ VThat is your pleasure, your Excellency ? ’ y 
stammered, now entirely put out. 

“ His Excellency seized me by the arm, and, puU, 
ing me to a high mirror, cried as if beside himself 
(in the same charming dialect) — 

“ ‘ What I you want to play King Enzio with such 
a face, at our Burg Theatre, with such a cobbler’s 
face? Did you never look into a mirror? 

Good gracious I With such a face, which a decent 
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fellow would not pick up if bo found it Ij’ing in tbo 
atreet to want to piny King Enzio with sucb 
a face 1 * 

“ But, as if be bad -auddenly began to undcratnud 
wbat was going on m my wretched heart, the 
* intendant ooutmued, in a aomowbat more good 
humoured tone — 

** * "Woll — well — I did not moan to hurt you , but 
bo sonsiblo, oak for jour fee and return borao , but 
take my advice and novor play again King Enzio 
with Bucb a face — with such a cobbler’s 
fnoo * ** 

And yotl If tbo good, honest Pollort bad con 
fessed to mo bis truo loro at that time, 1828, and if, 
at that timo, I bad regarded an honest heart raoro 
than a Imndsomo face, bow much bitter sorrow, bow 
much gnof and bumniation, liow much sm and 
shame I should bnio been spared in my life I 
• ••••• 

And then followed tbo last farewell to SU 
Petersburg — to Holy Russia For, do^pito tho 
no\cr-vra\cnng fn\our of tbo public, and tbo 
heartiest receptions, ncconlcd to us in tin mo<L 
amiable famdj circle*, wo Imd long ina It up our 
minda to quit My iiiotbor could not stand the 
diimto and began to j*bow signs of fuilin, Iicilth 
1, loo, felt tbo cfTecU of lie cnonratin^ m 
summer, and of tbo trying coM m winter And 
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Prince Gagann resigned liis post as manager- 
general to tlie regret of everybody, and Herr von 
Gedeonoff succeeded him. 

Herr von Gedeonoff began Ms office by introduc- 
ing great economy in tbe management. He offered 
me a new contract for three years, but with a salary 
of 3,000 roubles less. 

“For,” said he. Mademoiselle, you have not 
become younger in the meantime. ...” 

“ But, your Excellency, an older, greater artiste I ” 
I retorted, piqued ; and refused to sign the contract. 

How Herr von Gedeonoff conceived his lofty 
task, and how he tried to discharge it, the following 
example may show — 

During the representation of “ Don Carlos ” in 
the presence of the Court, and during the grand 
and glorious scene between King Philip and the 
Marquis Posa, but before the words, Sire, give 
ns freedom of conscience I ” Herr von Gedeonoff 
skipped up to the stage-manager, Barlow, and 
ordered Mm to call the king and Posa off the 
stage immediately because their nonsensical talk 
bored the Court. 

Honest Barlow stood there hke a pillar of salt, not 
knowing how he could manage to make the two un- 
welcome Schiller “ talkers ” disappear from the stage 
without too great eclat. 
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Then my good German Sohillor heart got the 
better of me, and I said — 

“Well, Herr Barloer, why do yon not step for- 
ward ns stage-raanagor, mato your bow to tho 
nndience, and say • PatchoTI, King Philip ! PaschoU / 
Begone I Mnrqms Posn, with the domocratio head 
and heart fall of Utopian dreams, got oft tho 
stage 1 His Russian Majesty is weaned by your 
nonsensical talk, is bothered with your freedom of 
consoioneo ’ ” 

The “ intondant ’ looked at mo wickedly, and 
then stepped nearly out of tho wings, bawling out 
to tho nonplussed Bang Philip and Marquis Posa — 
“ Get off tho stage at once or I shall send soldiers 
to fetch you ’ 

And they roado their exit 

But my winged words had not died away between 
tho wings On tho occasion of my farewell benefit 
tho Impcnnl box alono remained empty I 
■Moreorcr, 1 was to blaroo for tho prudishncss 
which I showed for the wishes of tho powerful 
theatre divinities, such ns Herr von Gcileoiioff, tho 
libertine Pnneo Mollonski, and tho still greater 
lords who were accustomed to rule like pashas orer 
the female slaves of all tho stages 
Thus I quitted St P, lersburg with voij miied 
feelings hull of gratitude for the mmy Imo 
fnends on the hseva hull of thanks, moreover, 
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for the three fruitful years of apprenticeship. !For 
the main object of my engagement, to play all 
characters, and in the tragic line to form a com- 
prehensive reperioirCj had been completely obtained. 
I intended to start on an extensive professional tour, 
and eventually to settle where I should please most, 
and where it would please me most. 

"When my last appearance was announced all 
the places were sold out by nine o’clock m the 
morning, and hundreds could not be admitted in 
the evening for want of room, although the per- 
formance took place in the large Alexandra Theatre, 
and the St. Petersburg people had seen me play at 
least 300 times I 

I appeared in the part of Elsbeth in the “ Tour- 
nier zu K’ronstem,” and in conclusion I gave Rosa 
in the operetta, “ Zwei Worte, oder die Herbergeim 
Walde.” Rosa has to sing a sweet melody at the 
end , I selected for it words of thanks and farewell. 
— indeed, I managed to get through it, althpugh 
"With quivering voice, half-choked by tears. The 
whole house cried enthusiastically, “ Play once 
more • once more 1 ”... So the performance was 
repeated in the Michael Theatre the following night. 
That was about the middle of January, 1834. 

Many friends and acquaintances accompanied us 
as far as the first postmg-station ; and also some 
Russian families. I became acquainted with a very 
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beautiful Roasian popular custom — to say a private 
prayer before the last farewell I Dunug this solemn 
stiUnesa I only thought with emotion of the 
good that I had aipenenoed so abundantly in St, 
Petersburg 

• «•••• 

On my return journey from St Petersburg to 
Germany, I gave my last performances in Riga and 
IGtaTL ^Vbat beantifol unclouded hours I have 
spent in those two hospitable towns 1 

In Elga I performed on five different occasions 
during the penod 182&-1884, and played on 72 
evenings — the Bigaers showing on each ocoasion 
never wearying interest, whilst they also showed 
the greatest kiudneas to me m private life How 
merrily I have feasted and donoed in the houses of 
the nch merchants, and in the elegant saloons of 
the governor Paulucm, where were assembled the 
members of the anatooracy, the military, art and 
soience 

And how gaUy and harmlessly, despite the great 
enthusmsm for the noble histnonio art, wo played 
comedy at that time For wo wore almost on the 
same homely footing with the dear pubho as frohe 
some dilettanti who perform a merry ploy on the 
birthday of papa or mamma The following mad 
httlo opisodo of my stago lifo in Eiga will prove 
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"When I returned from my starring tour at St. 
Petersburg in 1828, 1 one mgbt read up on tbe tbea- 
trical placards on all tbe street corners of Riga, in 
big type . — “ Por tbe benefit of tbe Madhouse of this 
town Mademoiselle Karobne Bauer will appear once 
as Agnes in tbe chief scenes of tbe comedy, ‘ Der 
Mann imPeuer,’ and as somnambulist in tbe operetta 
by Karl Blum, and afterwards dance tbe Russian 
national dance, tbe Kasatscbok, learnt during her 
sojourn in tbe Imperial residence.” 

Now in this there was nothing unusual, for tbe 
public were accustomed at that time to see a player 
of first parts appear in succession to-day as naive 
Agnes, to-morrow as a frolicsome page, tbe day after 
as Lady Macbetb, then as singing Emmeline in tbe 
“ Scbweizerfamilie,” as dancing savage in tbe ballet 
Joco,” and as mute Yictonn in “ Waise und Mdr- 
der.” And tbe Rigaers bad also already beard me 
Bing and seen me dance in “ Preciosa,” and applauded 
me abundantly. But tbe odd — aye, tbe mad thing, 
about tbe announced Kasatscbok was, that this 
national dance is danced all over Russia by two 
persons, a couple of rustic lovers, that in St. Peters- 
burg I likewise bad always danced it with a loving 
partner, and that now, at tbe pressing request of 
director ” DoUe and tbe board of tbe madhouse, I 
danced this love-dancing duet — solo — because mo 
nimble-footed lover could be got. 
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I was dresBod in a genum© Bussian nataonal cos- 
tume, -whicli an amiable German lady in BU Peters- 
burg had presented to me on the occasion of my 
benefit — the same in "wbich I presented myself to 
Prinoe Leopold m England, aa his departed Char 
lotte had her portrait painted in a similar oosfcame 
The dress was of sky bine adk, all seams were 
braided with gold, a golden girdle encircled the- 
waist, a golden diadem decked the long fair hmr 
that was hanging down m tresses interlaced with 
ribbons of blue silk, the little boots of red morocco 
leather embroidered with gold and trimmed with fur 
— so I issued forth boldly from the side scenes, 
which represented a Baesian landscape, after the 
flor of Soh5ne Minka, loh muss scheiden, ach, da 
fthleatnicht das Leiden* and wns reooiyed with 
tumnltnous expressions of j6y and debght Aooord- 
mg to ouatom, my rustio lover, in a similar costume, 
was to issue forth from the opposite side, and m 
the tenderest pantomimic play offer to his beloved 
KathinWa his glowit^ heart Knthinka at first is 
relnctant, and always manages in graceful pas and 
the boldest pirouflf^ei to escape from the fiery Iran, 
at the same time inflaming him more and more by 
her tender looks and all kinds of roguish tnoks of 
rustic coquetry At last ho bolds his beloved 

in hia arms, and both spin over the boards in happy 
embrace, and thus they chastS bock into the fiido* 
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scenes, bowing, again and again recalled, to a most 
honoured audience, as “ a happy, lovmg pair.” . . . 

To-day, as I, now an old woman, call back to 
memory that frolicsome, gay, dancing-intermezzo of 
nearly half a century ago, in the distant Riga, and 
see my fair youthfulness in the charming costume 
whirl about before the good Rigaers, fleeing from, 
beckoning, smiling to, threatening, longingly look- 
ing at an admirer in blue and silver who — was not 
there, and at last cliassSing out solo nevertheless 
as a highly delighted bride . . . then I feel as if I 
had not merely danced for the Riga madhouse, but 
as if I, and along with me the whole crowded audi- 
ence — which not only patiently submitted to witness 
such a mad performance, but persisted in calling the 
poor lonely Rathmka again and again before the cur- 
tain — had been fit persons for that dismal house . . . 
To-day, as I write this down, I laugh aloud and all 
by myself, at the mad solo of the poor twenty-year- 
old Lina, so that the pen in my hand trembles as 
does the heart in my breast, and heavy tears drop 
down upon these leaves. ... 0, dear, foolish, happy, 
far, far-ofl youth 1 

I had been taught the dance by the master of the 
ballet to the Imperial family at the rate of 25 roubles 
per hour’s lesson, by the desire of my mother, who 
always would have me learn new things. 

There was a peculiar reason for my only playing 




15S 


lIEMOinS OF EABOLIl^E BAUER 


at the time a fevr aceaea of Ziegler^a then very 
popular comedy, '* Der Matm im Fener,*’ a reason 
that -would to'day hardly be credited During my 
first Btamng engagement I had been -made to play 
the charming naive Agnes five times before the 
Eigaers, so muoh had the part pleased them. Then 
I played Agnes before the Court in St Petersbuig, 
and immediately an Imperial ukase for the whole of 
EuBBia forbade ' Der Mann im Fener,*’ because 
in the play a major ohaUenges his general to fight, 
and this was a bad example for the army I But the 
Eigaers inBisted on seeing their fair haired Agnes 
once more A deputation from the madhonse and 
** director” DSUe therefore -went to the Governor 
Paulnoci, and he at last permitted the chief scenes 
between the general and Agnes, in which the naughty 
duel 18 not mentaoued 

My short engagement m Eigu in 1883, had tho 
most brilhant and gayest mn dunng the Russian 
Lent The maslenitea, tho butter week the abort 
EuBsian carnival of a week, we still joined m before 
leaving St. Petersburg amidst the ringing of all 
the ohnrch bells, over ‘ bbnti"* and other awoot 
dishes, upon the “Balngan, tho resort of tho 
gayest popular dwtrixtsement, upon tho shining ico- 
slido, upon tho roindcor aloighs of tho Fms, m a 
hundred comical show booths, and in tho brilliantly 
docked and illuminated churches Fortunntoly 
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iu tlie German Theatre we had not, as in all tlie 
Russian theatres m St. Petersburg, two performances 
daily In compensation for this, during Lent all the 
theatres are closed. These vacations I was wont to 
make use of for performances in Riga and Mitau. 

On a Sunday in February the butter week ended, 
for the digestion of which a Russian stomach is 
required. On Monday, mother, I, and our little 
dog, Lismka, dashed along to Riga, over the wide, 
shimmering snowplam, in a sleigh lined with fur, 
drawn by four swift Russian horses, hung with bells 
-and driven by a live Russian coachman. The ami- 
able Countess Fersen had placed sleigh, horses, and 
-driver at our disposal. The long-bearded Ivan was 
the pattern of a Russian driver. Six feet in height, 
strong as a horse, he wore a long caftan of fine 
dark-blue cashmere, braided with velvet and fur, 
open in front, which allowed a bright underdress of 
cerise-coloured silk to be seen. A shawl of the 
same material was slung round his waist. A four- 
-cornered fur-cap was put pertly on his long waving 
locks. His red-brown boots of Russian leather 
were neatly embroidered with flowers in gold At 
the same time Ivan was smelling all over of the musk 
with which he was obliged to perfume his dress, 
hair, and beard, according to the Russian custom. 

Fie, Ivan 1 ” I said, when he first approached us, 
^and buried my nice httle nose in my handkerchief. 
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Nitschewo matUBobka , ob, that doee not 
matter, my mother 1 ” he said, laughing, and shook 
beard and looks so that new waves of musk almost 
made me faint When during our drive I motioned 
to him that in, the bitterly cold air he fihould button 
up hifl caftan, although the splendour of his silk 
underdreas should be hid, I received another musk 
wave into my face and the stereotype answer, 
“Nitsohewo matosohka, it does not matter, my 
mother 1 ** And when good Ivan had bedded him 
self and his three fores very neatly in the deep snow 
of a ditch, he calmly shook the snow out of his 
beard and looks smiled at us lovingly, and said 
“ Nitsohewo matusohka, oh, that does not gigmfy in 
the least, my mother I ** 

I would yet refer somewhat mmutely to my fare- 
well benefit in Elga as ** Mane Petenbeck 
According to the homely custom thon prevailing, 
the tickets for the boxes and stalls for benefit per- 
formances were always obtained at tho house of 
the person for whom the benefit was to bo hold I 
reckoned these benefit days among the most araiia 
mg of my oomodiau tours What a motley gallery 
of men rolled past ray vision then 1 What studies 
a pointer could havo made 1 What unexpected 
glances cast into tho human heart I Mostly for 
laughter at thoir vanity, self aufficaoncy, and fop- 
peiy But on such benefit days I have also wept 
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tlie happiest tears of emotion, when gladdened 
by the tender homage of bashful old and young 
hearts whom the comedienne had moved, touched, 
charmed, or enraptured from tlio boards. Was not 
the call for ilie tickets the onl}’- opportunity on 
which blushing, glowing youtli, and bashful indi- 
gence, ventured to approach the celebrated Court 
actress ? 

There mother and I sat dressed in our best, 
during the hours of midday in our largest saloon — > 
in a corner a table with the prettily-arranged tickets 
and the theatrical cashier — awaiting the things to 
come. And they came ; splendidly-dressed-up dear 
young aud old gentlemen, bearing in their elegantly- 
gloved hands gigantic bouquets , in their more or 
less numerous, charmingly-arranged locks all the 
perfume of Parma, Monaco, Treu, and Nuglisch ; 
in their sweetest smiles the beaming consciousness 
of past, present, and future irresistibility; upon them 
spluttering lips the last twenty pages of the latest 
edition of “To be successful with ladies;” or, 
“ You will and must conquer 1 ” well committed to 
memory I And with their nosegays and their rose- 
coloured poetry they laid at my feet the remains of 
their empty hearts, and upon the ticket-table they 
placed with an effective nonchalance the thirty to fifty 
silver roubles for a box, or the two to ten silver 
roubles for a stall ; but mother and I were malicious 
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enongli always to look into the opposite oomer of 
the room when we noboed that the tioLete were 
being overpaid And they came, the fat art 

patrons with their broad red faces and still broader 
white vesta, and thick gold watohohains and dirty 
twenty and thirty rouble notes, to boast of their in 
flnence, saying Keep yonr mind very easy, yoang 
lady , the house will be quite sold out to mght I 
have seen to that 1 ’ And they came, the old maids 
with their sharp noses, with their pamted cheeks like 
leather hangings, and their honey-sweet, endearing 
terms searohing m all the comers of their satchels for 
the two silver roubles for a ticket for the dress^nrcle 
^ and casting about inquiring looks to gee if 
everything was going on morally at the house of 
the comedienne, and if not on sofas and chairs there 
lay scattered sundry stockings with boles, petticoats 
and rougo-pots, os one reads in the ohomnng novels 
of the circulating libranes. But there also 
came the dear, well meaning men and woraon who 
had received the strange artiste into their houses, 
and soon also into their hearts, and who had found 
ont that the daughter of the highly-cstoomed widow 
of Captain Bauer began whore the comodionno ceased, 
te f outside the door of her dressing room in tho 
theatre, and that gay young Lina m ordinary 
private bfo might also ho loved a little They camo 
to express on this oiEomI occasion to mother and 
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daughter Uicir goodwill with simple aud honest 
heartiness. . . . Aud they camcj the good poor old 
matrons who, by dint of hard labour, had earned tlie 
few jiaper roubles at the spinning- wheel or by knit- 
ting, to see the fair-haircd prodigy who had 
drawn forth their tears as Kathchen von Heil- 
bronn. . . . And tliero also came the dear, shy, en- 
thusiastic lads in their outgrown confirmation coats, 
in whose breasts there had manifested itself so 
foolish, longing, dreamy a tiling on hearing Kath- 
cheu’s words, Happy alone is that soul that 
loves * ” or at Gretchen’s “ He loves me — loves me 
nob ... he loves me 1 ” or over Siischen’s potato- 
peeling — “ now rejoicing with exultant heart, then 
afflicted to death ”... and who had sacrificed to 
this nameless something at the second-hand book- 
stall their Livy, Cicero, and all kinds of other ugly 
fellows, to which sacrifice they owed many of 
their bad blunders in their Latin and Greek 
exercises. 

In Biga on my benefit day a poor old shrivelled- 
up mother, m a bygone httle mantlet of black silk, 
brought me a pair of fine white stockings — m the 
pierced-work of which my name and the word 

Gabriele ” were knitted — as a thank-offering for 
having caused her to weep such heart-refreshing 
tears on seeing my blind Gabnele — “just as m the 
dear church, young lady, on the holy day of prayer 
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iind repentance. Ton liave done it, oh I so beauhfally 
and tonobingly, as no pastor can do * 

How she came in, panting, onrtseying, the little 
old seamstress with the double honohbaok, in her 
breast the most insignificant remnant of breath and 
the great glowing art enthusiasm , upon her lips, that 
were atnving for air and words, the shy request — 
to let her and her dear old mother have two tiokets 
at a reduced price, since it was her most ardent 
wish to see the young lady once more as Mane 
Petenbeck, and their indigence did not allow of their 
paying the raised benefit pnce 

And I gaye the dear old wifie with the Gabnele 
stookingB, and the poor sewing maid with the doable 
misfortune, two gratia tickets for my fnendship 
oomer in the stalls and my good mother added 
a few roubles, saying “Here, it is bitter cold. 
Dnnk a glass of punch to the health of my 
daughter to-night after the performance ^ 
’Iho good mother \ And how often I quarrelled 
with her on account of this good heart which 
would min na by generosity I 

How embarrassod was he, tho very, vory young 
cadet who paid for n reserved scat in tho stalla m 
nothing but bran now httlo kopeck pieces which ho 
took a never ondmg time* to count down upon tho 
table I learned by ohanoe afterwards that tho 
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long, liQW long it is ago since I laid the good Lisinka, 
-with many tears and flowers, upon her last couch, 
and brother Louis with his three pupils, the young 
Princes Wasiltschikofl, lowered her into her billow- 
grave in the proud Neva ! 

On the benefit-night I wore the G-abriele stock- 
ings of the good old wifie, as Mane Petenbeck, and 
on my breast the young rose of my young scholar, 
whilst the most costly bouquets of the handsomest 
beaux of Kiga stood m water m the “ Stadt 
London.” How radiant with joy appeared my 
green-clad admirer beside the old wifie, the hunch- 
back seamstress, and her mother upon the cnmson 
velvet seats in the friendship-corner of the pit-stalls ! 
No, it was not in vain coquetry that I adorned myself 
with the rose which had come to blossom m the joy- 
less room of the poor scholar. I knew I made a 
poor good boy the happiest of mortals for an even- 
ing — and to-morrow on my departure left with him 
a pleasing dream which perhaps would cause a 
dozen of dreadful blunders in his next exercises, 
but I am sure had done no further harm to his 
young soul. . . . And when on the first op- 
portunity I gave a knowmg look at the httle old 
wifie by his “green” side, showing at the same 
time the white stocking a httle . . . then I had 
made two people happy. The good creature was, 
even at the merriest passages of Marie Petenbeck, 
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all the evemng drymg happy tears And to- 
day, while I write this down, my own silvery eye- 
lashes swim in tears Is it old age whioh 
BO readily makes the dew drops of the heart wdl 
"Op ? No, it ifl the moet bliflflfnl remembrance I 

My most passionate admirer in Riga was the eon 
of a noh banker named Beimer We shall meet 
him again in Matan 

All my Riga admirers received from the young 
ladies the nick name of “ BanerJ’nngen ” (peasant 
lade) They took them revenge by mockingly 
styling **Mfdler MEdohen** (miBer lasses) the 
ardent admirers of Karl Moller, the exquisitely 
handsome young player of love parts. With fnend 
Karl Mailer, now a veteran of the Mannheim stage, 
I am in friendly correspondence np to this day 

And yet I must port from the dear, art-loving, 
gay Riga with a painful remembrance ! On sociog 
the name of Lnise Rokert, my old, much tnod heart 
is painfully drawn together 

How youthfully lovely and sweet she was, like a 
flower 1 An innocent child’s face, with blue eyes 
and brown locks, and enbang coral bps, and the 
most charming pearly tooth which presented their 
gbttonng rows when *aho laughed. And how fond 
she was of laughing with childlike gaiety I I often 
jeshngly callod her " sweet coo-dovo ** 
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Sbe was a native of Berlin, and was possessed of 
an exquisite, deep warm mezzo-soprano. Sbe bad 
but lately come to Biga with ber friend Quin, wbd 
sang bigb soprano parts. Both young songstresses 
lived witb tbe wife of a mcdiCvil man, together witb 
an elderly vocalist, Kressner Polinann, wbo was now 
a very popular singing mistress in Riga. 

Tbe last time I saw my sweet coo-dove was on 
tbe occasion of a gay part}’’ wbicb tbe “ directrice ” 
von Tsebernjawsky gave on tbe eve of my departure 
for Germany. All tbe colleagues witb whom I bad 
tcome in nearer contact during my different engage- 
ments in Riga bad been invited to tbe feast. I 
shall here only mention tbe amiable artistes Herr 
and Frau Clausius. 

Luise Eckert was tbe gayest during that merry 
entertainment of Riga comedians. Sbe looked 
charming indeed in her delicate white dress, witb fresh 
May flowers in her brown locks. Sbe sang spirited 
duets with her friend Quin. At supper sbe de- 
claimed very prettily a fareweU poem addressed to 
me ; and then sbe whirled with me like a happy 
child through tbe saloon to tbe tones of a piano- 
forte. 

There was present in the company also a rich 
and aristocratic Russian, wbo looked very stately 
indeed in bis gold-embroidered uniform of colonel. 
He paid his addresses to beautiful Luise in a very 
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marked manner Still mom marked, however, was 
her passive, nay, even rude behaviour towards him 
He would, on each ocoamon, bow very oeremomously 
to her, and withdraw with a peculiarly scornful 
smile on hia face — to be at her side egam on the 
first opportnmty 

" Dear child, what are your objections to the 
brilliant oavaberP It is at least not wise to offend 
him BO openly He will cause you to be hissed 
ofi the hoards 1 " I said to Lnise 

" I don t mmd 1 Bather his hatred than his 
lovel" she said m a whisper, much agitated 
" Just look mto his eyes I That is the glnnee of a 
serpent 1 I shudder at the sight of this fine- 
looking, brilliant man, as Qretohen in the presence 
of Mephistophelea ” 

I had never seen my sweet coo-dove thus before. 
It was the forebodmg of a pure maiden’s heart. 

Then when in April of 1836 I arnvod m Breslau 
for a short engagement, Madame Olausms at once 
most cordially woloomod me I know already that 
I should find the honest, oicoUont artisto-couplo at 
the Breslau Theatre 

“ And our sweet coo-dovo ? ’ was one of my first 
qneshons. “ I have loamod, to my groat joy, that 
she, too, IS m Breslau , and, indeed, a great 
favonnto with tho pabho.” 

Then good Mad. Olansins eyes filled with tears. 
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and slic looked at mo quite alarmed. Then she 
said sadly : “ It appears that you do not know that 
we buried Louise here in Breslau seventeen months 
ago ? ” 

“ Great God ! ” I shrieked. “ This young, gay, 
blooming life? And what illness broke the sweet 
flower over night? ” 

" Properly speaking, no illness at all 1 ” was her 
hesitating reply. 

‘'Very likely an accident, was it? "Why do you 
thus torture my heart ? I am sure you know that 
my questionss are prompted by the warmest 
sympathy — that I loved Luise.” 

“Yes, you shall know all. Strictly speaking, we 
have agreed among each other, and promised our 
director here not to speak any more of the sad, nay, 
horrible occurrence, in order the sooner to consign 
it to oblivion. But, to be sure, you are one of us 
and of poor Luiso’s friends. So I will tell you. 

“ Luise arrived here together with her sister 
from Berlin, and made her debut as ' Tancred.* 
Her second part was Fatime, in ‘ Oberon.’ She 
won the approval and love of the Breslauers at 
once. It struck me from the first that she looked 
very pale, and was no longer so gay as formerly. She 
complained to me that she was not in very good 
health, and yet growing stouter all the time. ... I 
looked at her, not knowing what to think. Also 
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the other gister-artisteB soon spoke to me of the 
Btrikinj appearance of Luise Bnt nobody had the 
heart to drop the least hint to her, more especially 
as she appeared quite nnconcemed herself 

“ Then one day onr • director Haake called me 
aside mnch agitated, and said to me, ‘ Miss Eckert 
mnst not appear on the stage again The pnbhc 
are already heginning to whisper things about her 
Ton are her oldest fnend here Speak senoasly 
to her TeU her that I offer her leave of absence 
and an advance of salary I am very much 
annoyed that such a thing should happen — and 
especially vnth one who is the very picture of 
mnooence 

“■Well, after much relnotanoe I undertook the 
unpleasant errand. I found my ooUeagno Luiso 
as nnconcemed as ever When I discharged my 
message from onr ‘director’ as considerately as I 
could, oho looked at mo for a long time in astonish 
ment, with her largo, faithful, child like eyes ap- 
parently unable to realise what I said to her , and 
then she sprang upon mo hTio an angry lioness, her 
face oovorod by a purple blush, her tears dewing 
fast. She soiled my two hands and said passion 
ntcly ‘ I have boon shamefully slandered to the 
director I I shall demand satisfaction But tlmt 
yon, colloagno, that you give credence to this 
Billy Btago-gossip, that pains mo ' 
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“ ‘ Luise ! ’ I uow said, energetically, at the same 
time rising to leave, 'I am still more pained at 
your vnsbing to play corned}’- also -with me, your old 
faithful friend, when all denial is useless. . . . 


Luise, poor unhappy child, listen to my friendly 
advice : Accept the leave of absence and advance 
offered you by our “ director,” and set out to join 
your parents in Berlin this veiy day. ... I don’t 
ask for the name of your seducer, child ; but I 
conjure you : can you not marry him even now — at 
the eleventh hour ? ’ 


“ She looked at me with wondering eyes. . . 
Then she burst into violent weeping. ‘ Am I mad, 
or are all of you mad ? As true as God lives, and I 
hope for a peaceful dying hour and eternal life, I 
know of no seducer; I have to acknowledge no 
wrong step.’ 

“ And I was forced to believe in her innocence. 


A terrible thought suddenly flashed through me, 
and I cried, much moved : * Unhappy girl, then you 
have become the victim of an awful villany I Re- 
member the story by Kleist : The Marquise de 0 — , 
who feels herself a mother without knowing the 
father of the child, and who is thrust out by her 
own parents. . . . Think of the last weeks in Riga 
■ — of the Russian Colonel who pursued you with his 
love, and always had on his face such a scornful, 
mahcious smile — who was said to have once taken 
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np a ‘vrager m tha circle of bia comrades that to 
■would yet catot tte prude little dove * 

** ‘ileroiful heavens I * the unhappy gu*! cned, 
with a ahnek, * la it possible that the awful man 
did not leave after all on that carnival night at 
the houBO of Kressner Polmann P You know how 
mtimate the old singing mistress and our landlady, 
the doctor s wife, were with the hateful Russian, 
and how they always spoke for him Only on them 
assunng me that the Colonel was obliged to leavo 
that same evening for Moscow I agreed to come 
And we played oharadea, and danced and drank 
punch, and were gay like ohildrem Then the 
Bussum entered, nevertheless 1 wanted to leave 
immediately But he laughed in his mocking way, 
saying “ No, I will not disturb your amusomont 
My sleigh stops in front of the door, and in two 
mmutes I shall be on the road to Moscow But one 
parting look I meant to cast into thoso beautiful, 
cruel eyes But during the whole long, icy night I 
shall think of you in my sleigh May wo soon mcMit 
m a happy way, sweet angel I ” The latter ho said 
with so peculiar an emphasis, and nt the same time 
laughed such a mockiog laugh, and his dark eyes 
hold mo bound with such magnetic flashes that a 
trorabliog fit camo over mo Thoroupon ho 
whispered with Kresanor Polmann and tUo doctor s 
•wife, cast upon mo a Inst triumphant look, and loft 
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As if relieved of a burden, I breathed more freely 
-when I beard the chime of his sleigh gradually die 
away in the distance. But my cheerfulness was 
^one. I felt so strangely uneasy, so heavy in the 
head, and heavy in the limbs. Kressner wanted to 
cure my melancholy at the loss of the brilliant 
admirer with punch, and forced upon me glass after 
glass. But I felt more and more dreamy. At last 
I must have fallen asleep on the sofa. I still heard 
the laughing of Kressner, who said : ‘‘ She really is 
a httle tipsy. Well, she may sleep herself sober 
here upon the sofa. I shall cover her with my hir 
cloak.*’ . . , And then I had a dreadful dream : 
the hateful Eussian held me in his arms and kissed 
me wildly. . . . Yea, if the monster had not left 
town after all? If . . . no, it would be too dia- 
bolic. ... But I must have the certamty. . . . 
'To-morrow you shall hear all. . . .’ 

“ Next morning — I was just on the point of going 
to the rehearsal — the landlady of poor Luise rushed 
into the room and cned : ‘ Come quickly, quick ! 
She dies ; she is dying, und wants to see you once 
more. She came home yesterday in great excite- 
ment Now I hear groans of anguish behind the 
door . . and find the unhappy girl dreadfully dis- 
-figured — a dead boy in her arms. She could hardly 
whisper your name. . . .’ 

“ And so I saw our sweet, gay coo-dove again — 
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scarcely recognisable "Witli trembling hands she 
held out to me the dead child, and said, whining *■ 
‘ True, true after aU 1 Oh, my poor parents ! And, 
nevertheless, I am as innocent, as this Inokleas^ 
chQd, of sin * 

** After an hoar of great torture, the tmhappy girl 
had breathed out her pore innocent soul in. my 
arms. Beside her bed was found a cup with a 
white sediment.” 

My finend was deeply moved, and stopped Wo 
wept silent tears together ** And the vilo se- 
dncera ? ** I at last oned out, sobbing 

** When we had assembled in her dwelling to con 
the body of poor Lnise to its resting place, a 
post stopped at the door A gentleman alighted 
I recognised him at once It was the Bossma 
colonel in a civilian’s dress. He mqnired for Luiso 
Eckert. He was shown the closed coffin Ho turned 
as white as chalk, and trembled hke a poor de- 
linquent. After he had drunk a gloss of water, he 
asked how Luise had died. Ho wanted to boo her 
and the child That was impossible, for bat an 
hour after her death she who was once so swoot 
a girl looked hardly like a human being Im 
mediately the Busamn entered his post-ooooh and 
drove away 

That same hour there arrived for Luiao a letter 
firom her mother in Berlin, vnth the anxious request 



IN EOZY RUSSIA. 


171 


to send her news withonfc delay. She had dreamt 
that she lost a large and a small tooth. That 
signified a large and a small corpse. 

“ The cup was taken care of by the law-courts. An 
analysis showed that it contained white powder, 
such as is used for painting the face, and consisted 
chiefly of white lead, which the unfortunate girl had 
drunk in her despair. 

“ Haake was unwearied in instituting a criminal 
prosecution against the seducers. In order to 
obtain, perchance, a starting-point, he requested me 
to communicate in a few words the shocking death 
of Luise Eckert to Kressner-Polmann. But the 
letter was returned from Riga to me, with the 
official remark, ‘ Left, present abode unknown ’ 

“ The doctor’s wife, in whose house Luise liyed 
along with Kressner, and in whose company she 
afterwards undertook the voyage to Hamburg, was 
examined in Riga, without result. So grass will 
grow over this sad story, as it does over the grave 
of poor Luise Eckert by the wall of the church- 
yard.” . . . 

With what feelings did I stand by that mound 
placing upon it the most beautiful flowers which 
were the reward of my art in Breslau ! Poor, sweet 
coo-dove ! 

* * ic- % ^ t: 

After this sad reminiscence from Riga, some glad- 
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eome pictures from Mitau may follow ThitKer I 
liked much to go on short engagements with the 
Biga company In no town have I been more Wfced 
and spoiled than m this cheerful capital of Oour- 
lani The gallant, ohivalroufl nobility gave no end 
of feasts in my honour I was detained during my 
tour through Oourland almost by force at the 
splendid country seats, there to dme or sleep At 
each haltmg place I found the most beautiful 
equipages waiting for me, the noble owner himself on 
the box aa driver, horses and carnage decked with 
flowers Indeed Oourland is the land of the most 
luxunous hospitabty The rooms for the strangera 
are always kept heated m winter in case dear guests 
should amve I 

One run I had in Mitau about the summer of 
1883, was espeomlly briilisnt. At midsummer, 
when almost the whole night is os light os day, the 
noh nobihty of Oourland congregate hero lU order 
to settle money matters and other affairs And 
each day becomes a feast, with diner— 

races — rope-dancers — shows — tboalncal perform 
anco and ball I And how wildly and yot how 
elegantly do the Courlandors dance ! 

Mitau at this season was so crowded that wo 
iKiroly succeeded in sccunug a humble room on tho 
ground floor, which could not oven boast of a sofa 
But mother was up to tho occasion. She placed 
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our ironmg-board, whicli we carried with us upon 
our professional tours (since we had formerly on 
several occasions missed it painfully), upon two 
chairs, draping it with an elegant shawl, and upon 
this improvised sofa aU the nobles of Oourland sat 
and paid them compliments to me: the venerable 
aged Count Medem, a relation of Ehsa von der 
Eecke’s, the Grovernor Count Pahlen, Baron Apollo- 
nius von Maltitz, Baron Ascher, Herren von Bock, 
Grrothusen, Ronne, etc. 

Count Medem gave a great ball in my honour. I 
sat between the beautiful ethereal daughter of 
Count Pahlen and the Juno-like, black-haired 
Praulein von Ronne, and immediately the words 
were heard making the round of the hall : “ Ah I 
the three Graces 1 ” 

Count Medem had my portrait painted as a girl 
pressing a dove to her heart. 

Each night after the performance in the theatre, 
at which the ladies assisted, dressed in their ball- 
dresses, dancing was engaged in. I was not allowed 
time to change my toilette. Whatever costume I 
had worn on the stage, I had to wear at the dance, 
were it that of old German Pfefferrosel, Kathchen 
von Heilbronn, Donna Diana, or others 

And nowhere did I have more elegant and 
more interesting partners than m Courland. The 
nobles send their sons to German umversities,. 
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and for their Booial improvement to Berlin and 
Pane 

Oonnt Medem did me the hononre in other 
■ways m Mitatu He oondooted me into the nohlj 
stocked provincial maaeum and into the castle of 
the Dake Biron of Ooarland, m which Louis x y t ll 
once lived as an exile, and where the poor “ Orphan 
of the Temple,” the nnhappy daughter of the still 
nnhappier Mane Antoinette, was wedded to the 
weak minded Duo d’Angoolfime He told me about 
the fantastic Elisa von der Beofce and her mystical 
oonneotion with the adventorer Ooghostro m 
Mitau 

To the same extent as the theatre was crammed, 
the circus Bennoit remained empty ** That is 
solely your fault I ” the wife and sister of the 
celebrated equestrian artiste, who lived in the same 
house with us, eaid to me once “ K you, dear 
Miss, would just patronize our circus onoo, the 
Oourlanders would come too ** 

X promised to do so, much amused, and soon on 
all the street comers ebono big placards, witb the 
words pnntod in largo black typo — 

“To-day, at four o'clock, FrUuIoin Bauer wiU 
honour the circus by her presence I * 

And to bo sure that afternoon the circus was 
crowded to oxcoss. I was enthroned like a queen 
upon a place festively decked for the occasion. 
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The following little anecdote created much 
liilarity. We played Kotzebue’s “ Bayard, a play in 
j&ve acts and in iambics.” An honest countryman 
in the pit asks his rustic neighbour — 

“ I say, is the story true ? ” 

“ Of course I Don’t you see it in print ? ” 

“ Where did it happen, tell me I ” 

“ Dont’t you see it on the bdl — in iambig f ” 

“ Just so I But where is that situated? ” 

“ That I don’t know. We will ask our school- 
master at home 1 ” 

My final benefit m January, 1834, “Kathchen von 
Hedbronn,” did not pass off without all kinds of odd 
incidents. 

In the second act, when I lie on my knees before 
my father, the honest sword-cutler of Heilbronn, 
and lament : “ Grood Gnd Almighty ; you kill me ! 
Your words stab me to the heart like knives I 
I will go no more into the cloister now, I will 
return with you to Heilbronn; I will forget the 
Count and marry whomsoever you wish, although a 
grave of a depth of eight ells should be my bridal- 
bed ! ” and when Father Theobald was about to 
nse, and is to raise me too — I hear him whisper m 
anguish : “ For Cod’s sake do not stir — you will 
bring down my beard ; improvise or we are 
lost.” 

At' the same time I felt how poor Theobald 




176 UEMOIBS OF KASOLINE BAXTEB 

Berrouflly endeavoured to detaoli his long Bilveiy 
beard fixim my arrow shaped hairpm And I 
impronaed with a vengeance, although not very 
smartly “Oh, my dear — oh, my good — oh, my 
dearest father 1 oh, do not yet rise — allow your 
KSthohen, after such a long, long time, once more to 
he at your feet ” In a whisper “ May IP” 
" No, not yet 1 ” 

"And why shoald I enter a cloister? Is it not 
much more beautiful in Heilbronn P ” 

And BO on, m a sort of agony, for if Father 
Theobald’a beard atuok to my hairpin, Heinnch von 
Kleut’s “great histoncal chivalrous knights play" 
would go to the wall amidst the boisterous laughter 
of the house — and KUthohen along with it. 

At last I heard the releasmg word, “now" — 
and we were saved 

Duniig the fire-scene a aide wing came down and 
hit wiokod Kunigunde so badly that sho could not 
continue her noting Frau Honno, who to this day 
lives in Kassel us a pensioner, was obliged to con 
tmne tho thankless rile without notice 

At tho conolnsion I was literally covered with 
poems, bouquets, and wreaths hy tho outhusiastio 
hCtauors Highly delighted, with halt a dozen wreaths 
on each arm, I am just about to reach my dressing- 
room, when I BOO a terribly thin youth leaning 
ngnmst a wmg, and sobbmg in a heart-breaking 
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manuer, whilst m}'- mother in vain seeks to console 
him. 

It was the son of Bcimer, the before-mentioned 
banker in Biga, who had come over to Mi tan, to- 
gether with other Eigacrs, to bid me once more 
farewell. In Riga I had often danced with the good, 
enamoured boy, and then the tliought always came 
to me : he reall}'- looks like a tripping, curtseying, 
very lean wagtail, with legs as thin as sticks — and 
now I found him again as a weeping- willow. 

“ "What has happened to you, Herr Beimer ? 
1?Vhy do you cry so pitifull}’^ ? ” 

He had a peculiarly sharp, piercing voice, and said, 
sobbing, in his dialect . “ Ah, you leave to-morrow, 
mem Eiaulein, and perhaps we part for ever — and 
I, who am so entirely dependent yet on my father, 
may I not already ask you always to remain with 
us — as — as. . . Ho could not finish, his sobbing 
prevented him. 

“Lina, do say some kind words to the polite 
young manl ” my mother whispered to me. 

“ Tet, what shall I say, I wonder,” I thought 
aloud. But without further thoughts I took the 
largest wreath, tumbled it on his head over his eyes, 
pressed a bouquet into each of his hands, and said, 
laughing, wantonly imitating his accent “ Here 
you have three keepsakes from me, but now you 
must not cry any more.” 

VOL. in. If 
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The poor ireepiDg willow came to Dresden a few 
years later, and this time seonred the mitten from 
me — after which he married an elderly coquettish 
coUeagne of mme from Karlsmhe, with whom he 
became eioeedingly unhappy, and from whom he 
soon got himself dirorced. 

My most senons admirer m all Oourland after all 
was the amiable poet, AppoUonins Freiherr von 
Maltitz, who was the author then of the original 
hnmonstio-satincal “ Oonfessions of a Blaoh Horse, 
with Notes by his Dnver" In Mitau everybody 
called Maltitz my “shadow", he even followed mo 
on my tonr to Kdnigsberg The good Baron 
was twelve years older than I, no beauty, but a 
tme nobleman in sentiment, word and deed Thus 
he stood one mommg before me, to our groat 
surpnse, very solemn, and said m a simple ua- 
aflected way, “ I was at the theatre hero yesterday 
m order once more to enjoy tho sight of your gay 
blooming youth, which has done so much good to 
mo and my lonely heart in Mitau. After that I 
meaut to turn back and bury myself in my quiet 
estate in Courland. But meanwhile it has become 
still more dear to mo how happy I could bo if 
you would entrust your happiness to mo and follow 
mo to Courland— for ever Indeed, I linio no bril 
liant fortune to offer you Jly estate is but small 
and my cows arc lean " 
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Why ^Yas it that at this momeutj which might have 
turned out the happiest of life, the frolicsome, 
laughing del il ould plague me so that I burst out 
into a loud laugh, saving. “Lean, like the seven 
cows in Pharaoh’s dream ? No, no, Herr Baron, first 
we are to have yet the seven fat kine and the seven 
fat years of ray art.” 

I saw only now that the good Baron stood be- 
foie me offended, and that had not been my wish; 
and therefore I asked ins pardon for my childish 
behaviour from the bottom of luy heart . . and 

he did pardon me But his courtship was finished 
— for ever. Afterwards the Baron often visited 
me in Dresden — and then he married another. He 
was happier in his wedlock than I. After having 
held the post of Russian Resident in Rio de Janeiro 
for a considerable time he was transferred to a 
similar post m Weimar. And there he remained, 
after he had finally resigned his diplomatic post, 
living in comfortable, learned, and artistic leisure, 
at last m Groethe’s yellow house on the Prauenplan, 
writing much in prose and verse, dramas, and 
poetry. My first published reminiscences of my 
stage life he followed still with much kind interest. 
Soon after he died m peace. 

How often have I longed for the quiet peaceful- 
ness of his house while shedding bitter tears 1 Ay, 
why did I repulse in youthful wantonness so many 
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honest hearts — so many excellent hands ? "Was 
that my luckless destiny ? In my old age nothmg 
hut bleak repentance is left me 

In Mitau the highly intelleotual Baron Asoher 
devoted to me a complete ** Extra Supplement of 
the hlitau Journal ** — m the form of a letter to a lady 
— ^Tfith the following compliments 

”For Heavens sake, dearest fnend, what 
else can I write to you just now bat that the Bauer 
IB here at present to give a whole week's senes of 
performances m MiCau pnor to her leaving Rnssra, 
and that all Mitan at 12® of frost (R6aumnr) goes 
into the coldest theatre of the world to see, to bear, 
and to admire her , that on the stage as in the 
saloons she enraptures everybody , that the only 
talk here is of her naturalness, grace, truth, and lior 
loveliness that she appears m naivo, sentimental, 
comic, and tragic parte, and cams oror in 
creasing applause Apropos, people m Rign 

have often started the question whether she orer 
could make her mark in tragedy — and added very 
cautiously that it would bo bold, indeed, to pronounce 
a verdict on this point, but that, in the incnntinic, 
Bho had always gone on progressing, and solred 
proWeros which had boon deompd too difficult for 
her, for which reason she undoubtedly would per 
form some parts — which sho had not personated—* 
very creditably, although it tvas humbly suggeited 
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that tlie tragic patlios might eventually crush her. 
On the other hand it vas, uotv ithstanding, believed 
•safe to hold the opinion that she ivas as great in 
comedy as any other who might be as great in 
tragedy. Here vre have neither asked questions nor 
advanced opinions in this matter. It has only been 
found tliat the world has changed since Goethe wrote 
his Wilhelm ]\Ieister, and that it is very pleasant 
to meet in life the same beautiful individual on whom 
we have just lavished our whole affection on the 
stage. 

“ Whatj indeed, is there that surpasses the present, 
or the feeling of a warm, noble, beautiful outward 
form that unfolds itself even to the deepest depth of 
her soul, and shows no spot, not the shadow of a 
spot ; who in weeping and laughing has a true tear 
and a sweet smile ; from whom you need only to 
strip off some great and shining points m order to 
have left a melancholy, sad illusion; who has no 
moments of thrilling resignation, but also no 
moments of chilling coldness; where you may fully 
realize love and gentle melancholy, and so become 
reconciled again to all the thousand little intrigues 
and rogueries from which the best womanly heart 
draws its threads in order to immesh us ! Does 
love know such tender flattery, can grace look so 
enchanting, wantonness jest with such gracefulness, 
is pam so full of dignity, does emotion tremble in 
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ffnoh soft Bighs, and does wild paasioE sleep so 
deeply in this soul, so deeply that only the sigh of 
a dream disturbs and betrays her slumber? 

You do not ask that, you know love without passion , 
you will understand bo rare an individuality, that 
moves between the heights and depths of mankind, 
and with a noble self esteem avoids the dangers of 
both. With self-esteem] I would know more 
about that. Either this art is nature, or the mrost, 
most perfect imitation of it. Her graoefulneas is no 
dissimulation Disaimulation is a transparent mask 
through which a strange face looks , hor grace is 
but a smile, a dreamy, innocent child like smile, a 
beam which stealthily bursts from tlie eye and bash 
fulness flees back to it, a breath which hangs on the 
lips, and dissolves m a rosy fragrance, a sound — 3y» 
the sound of her voice all the time flows like a 
beautiful big stream through a blooming plain, never 
rushes between mountains, foaming in cataracts and 
in Its holy moments only resembles the lovopmttlo 
of a brook, which in a moonless night talks withtho 
stars ” 

The “ Rigaisoho Zoitung,” on tbo occasion of my 
leaving Holy Russia and returning to dear Gonnany, 
gavo mo tUo following onginal Passport of our 
highly celebrated Karolino Bauer” on tho Tk*n) — 

“ Permission is horoby grantod to tho first angi-l 
of tho Gorman stage in Su Petersburg, JIademoistllo 
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Karoliue Bauer, to return to ber fatlierland. Bor 
ber identification we add tlie following description 
of her person : — Native land : Everywhere at home. 
Character • Every evening a new one — each ex- 
cellent. Station (or profession) : Gracefulness. 
Eigure : Poetical. Aged : In art, otherwise young. 
Pace • Lily-of-the- valley Eyes . Make everything 
appear in a blue light. Hair : Curls (natural 
ones). Teeth : Three times ten and two. Ordinary 
signs : All that is good and beautiful In her com- 
pany there depart : Art, her constant companion ; 
Thalia, Euphrosyne, and Aglaia, her maids, Grace, 
her instructress ; Taste, her toilet attendant ; Mirth, 
her medical attendant. Special marks Has upon 
the left side a right heart, and plays with pleasure 
in tragedies , she is gentle and yet overpowering ; 
she IS at home in all parts, and yet appears in many 
extra-parts , she is an accomplished player, and yet 
he wins who plays with her , she has a very sweet 
temper, and yet is the author of many scenes which 
cause general sensation; she has a small foot, and 
yet makes great progress. All are endeavouring 
not to allow her to leave the place, and yet she 
always is called out; her fame is firmly estab- 
lished, and yet flies through all Europe. After, this 
description, all authorities are requested to receive 
her kindly and flatteringly upon her journey. All 
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earthly troubles and evila are stnotly enjoined not 
to pnt any impediment in her way All hearts are 
commanded to let her freely pass m and oat at her 
request, and with reverence and homage to aid and 
assist her ” 
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PATHERLAOT ONCE MORE. 

Retuew to Germant — Memel — Konigsbebg — Danzig — 
Posen — Director Yogt — Polish Comedians — A DirMB 
E6 le — Brombero — Rotscher — H is Criticism — Brunn 
• — ^Vienna — Amalie Wolef — Count Moritz Landor — 
His Stud and Eccentricities — H is Marriage with 
Princess Leontinb von Metternioh — H is Death — 
Hjs Daughter — Bauernfeld and his Comedies — 
Raimund — Count Czernin — Prince Gustav Yasa — A 
Yiennese Beau — Stbauss — Pesth — Eduard Breiting 
— ^Agnese Schebest — Baden — The Imperial Eamilt 
of Austria — The Princess Melanie — Prince Metteb- 
NiCH — Liszt — Here von Behr. 

‘Thus, after an absence of three years, I was once 
more back in my dear German fatherland, to show 
at home what I had learned abroad. I had quite a 
host of offers for starring engagements, and in the 
meantime had no intention of accepting another 
fixed engagement. 

In Memel, I played, in March, 1834, with a small 
■iravelbng troupe, in two morning performances, 
“ Kathchen ” and “ Strudelkopfchen,” and at night. 
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together witli dUettanti, French comedy in the 
amiable house of the Russian Oonsul The wife of 
the consul was an early fnend of Mad Nanaohtinj 
the beautiful mistress of Emperor Alexander She 
showed me Narischlan'a exquisitely beautiful por 
trait, and told me much of the remarkable woman 
who broke faith with the Emperor for the sake of his 
aide de-camp, and was then forsaken by Alexander 
Arrived in KOnigsberg, the hospitable house of 
Oourt-postmoater Pftxer received ns In the theatre 
I achieved my firat German tnnmpha and on 
we sped to Danzig, to successes not infenor to those 
of KOnigsbei^ A kind letter, which I lately received 
from the Pnncess of Hohenzollcm, who was then 
a young girl in Danzig, rooalled to mo those beauti 
fill days of early spring in the splendid commorcinl 
town and its pleasant ossoomtions I made the 
acquaintance of the amiable and very graceful 
young Pnnccas at an ovooing party given by the 
Commandant of Danzig, nod afterwards mot her a 
second time at the house of the French Consul, 
with whom I played “ La femmo on col^ro *’ m 
French Altogether, Dnnzig society occupied my 
attention more than tho theatre of the place A 
really first-rate actor of that theatre was lleckachor, 
who played youthful lovers I played with him m 
** Dio fcindliohon Briidor" and " Egmont,* la which 
pieces ho represented tho parts of Don Coesar and 
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Brackenburg. W e afterwards met again at Dresden, 
where both of ns bad accepted engagements. He 
became Emil Devrient’s rival, without being able to 
surpass him 

In Posen, my engagement with the well-trained 
troupe of “director” Yogt, who was a first-rate 
fellow, though always grumbling, passed off 
splendidly. An interesting little incident occurred 
there with the handsome youthful “lover” and 
“bonvivant.” In “ Das letzte Mittel,” he played 
the part of Gluthen, and I that of the elegant 
Baroness 'W’aldhull. At first, to my dismay, he 
appeared in huge gloves of dark-green leather. 
When I gave him a gentle hint, the dark-green dis- 
appeared, and Gluthen’s hands appeared light- 
brown . . . but without gloves. They were dyed. 
Director Yogt, in his drastic way, furnished 
me with the following explanation : “ Yes, the 
fellow has but lately ceased to be a tanner’s appren- 
tice I That accounts for his tanner’s hands and 
manners I Goethe is right : the German stage 
would be worse off still if it were not recruited by 
the runaway sons of good families, officers in debt, 
and students.” 

Good Yogt, ever in financial straits, invited me 
to Posen many a time afterwards for his deliver- 
ance. Once, ,on 29th May, 1843, I even played 
there with the Pohsh troupe — the mute Yictorm in 
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the melodrama ** Waiae und Mfirder ” The direc- 
tor s -wife, Mad Yogt, a Pole by birth, an inteUi 
gent and eneigefao lady, said to me, comphnningly 
‘‘ Onr Poliah anatooracy ib the moat whimsical in 
the world At Bret we were desired to play Polish 
plays, and when, after mnoh trouble and difficulty, 
I had at length succeeded in obtaining the Kmgs 
permiasion, and had, with great peonniary eacndces, 
raised a Polish troupe — my high bom countrymen 
let me play to empty benches, and ran after a 
■wretched obscure French wandering troupe Just 
exactly os these precious patnots bum for Poland, 
and spend their means m Pans ** 

Suddenly a thought struck me, and I oncd, ** I 
will play the port of mute Yiotonn with your 
Pohsh comedians , have ** Waiae und MSrdor trans 
lated and studied — the few words in Polish I have 
to speak I shall soon remember — wo will sec whether 
curiosity docs not draw the noble Polos to their 
national theatre * 

And the noble Poles did come — did come in such 
nuroberB that not a place remained empty in the 
house — to see how a fair Gorman played comedy 
with Pohsh actors. 

I acted dumb Yictonn with great exaltation, 
kindled by the fire of my follow actors, and m 
tho consciousness tliat in my voids, too, there flowed 
Pohsh blood — and tho onthiisiasm rose from accao 
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to scene. . . And -when, at the conclusion — re- 
gaining my speech — I cried in Polish : “ Ten oicze 
zboica kochana ! ” (This, father, is the slam lover !) — 
then the house came down m a perfect storm of joy- 
ful applause. I was the heroine of the day — and 
young fiery Count Dombrowski became my shadow ! 

I accompanied Vogt’s troop on a tour to Brom- 
berg, and there T entered into friendly relationship 
with Heinnch Theodor Rotscher, then a professor at 
a high school in Bromberg, afterwards a famous 
‘‘dramaturg” (teacher of the dramatic art), and 
but a few years older than I. He was of pleasant 
appearance, with a clever, pretty face, his eyes 
beaming with wit and intellect, while around his 
finely-cnt mouth there played a winning smile 
Even at the time of his high-school and university 
career, Rotscher had very enthusiastically loved and 
written for the stage. I knew that he was an ardent 
admirer of my Berlin rival. Mad Stich-Krelmger, 
hence I was at first rather apprehensive of his sharp 
criticism But he knew how to do full justice to 
our two very different individualities 

Thus Rotscher said to me “ Tour Donna Diana j 
one grows fond of in the end — Krelinger’s, one re- ^ 
gards with astonishment, but remains a stranger > ” | 
This opinion Rbtscher has enlarged upon in his j 

“ Skizzen und Kritiken ” Afterwards he says : — { 

( 

“ Madame Krelinger conceived the part in its ‘( 
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national oxplioifcnesa She was the proud Spaniard 
who held hidden within her a volcano, who has made 
the rejection of love the pathos of her hfe But 
then, sensed bjr the energy of the greater pnde, the 
cold defiance and proud mind at last bent under the 
dominion of a passion which set free all the forces 
of a volcanic fire hitherto kept back In tone, atti 
tnde, and looks, she stood there before us, in the 
outbursts of her mward destruction, ns the tbnlhng 
image of a broken pnde which only the rays of a 
Spanish sky oould have matured 

“ Fraulem Bauer, on the other hand, transfers us 
by ber representation from the determined Spanish 
to a universal human ground TVe have standing 
before ns an amiable nobly^gifted creaturo who has 
entangled herself in the strange whim to sco in love 
the loss of her freedom Then she succumbs to the 
persistence of a gifted, chivalrous pnnee who restores 
her to a consciousness of her own self and conse- 
quent abandonment of hor foolisb whim Ilor inner 
dissolution IS, 80 to say, a conversion of the lovable 
woman wbo,at last, blushing at her self-contradiction, 
stands before us a woman loving with oil her 
might. 

About my Armand Bicbolicu, RClschor said the 
follownug apposite iNonls — Her gracorulni*ss tx 
plains to mj: that the fniolous time at the courts of 
Louis AIV and XV was possible, bcenuso Iho 
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rotten kernel was made palatable bj the pleasant 
Bhei; I ” 

It was a perfect treat to talk with Eotscher about 
art and artistes. He spoke with great volubility 
and intellectual acuteness; his analysis of a cha- 
racter was infallible. During the performance he 
did not lose the slightest nuance in the play. Hext 
day he talked about it in an interesting and instruc- 
tive way, such as afterwards I only heard from the 
mouth of Ludwig Tieck. But it was no easy task to 
listen long to the two greatest dramaturgs ” of 
my time with unflagging attention. '' 

Had I lived in the same town with Eotscher, I 
should have told him frankly — “ Most revered Herr 
Professor ! your learning and genius delight me, and 
I shall feel honoured and most happy also in future 
to be allowed to sit at your feet and learn from you 
— but, at the utmost, once a week, for otherwise 
your learning might kill me. Even now I feel a 
kmd of giddmess if I listen to you for but one 
hour.” 

Then he laughed heartily, and proposed to me a 
regular correspondence about the theatre, my rdles^ 
my fellow-actors, and my observations at the various 
theatres. The doings of artistes, he said, offered 
such abundant material for such letters, which might 
eventually even be published. 

To-day I very much regret that I made no use of 
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this opportunity How Talnable would Edtscherff 
letters haye been for my “Stage Eeminiscences 1 
On the occasion of a dinneo: party the Professor 
wanted to convert me to his philosophy of nn 
belief I said to hia wife, “ Fran Professor, would 
you not care if you were not to find your husband 
and children in another world ? ” 

They laughed — and that philosophy was no more 
referred to But when thirty years after I heard 
of the dreadful aafienogs caused by the softening of 
the brain under which the famous “dramaturg*^ 
died in Berlin, in the spring of 1871, dunng the 
German rejoicings, after the groat viotoncs, almost 
forgotten already by his oontempomnos— then I 
thought once more of Bromberg and the Professors 
philosophy — SIC tramU gloria mundi 

«•••«« 

After a short senes of performances in Brunn, 
mother and I, m the body of our oomfortablo travel 
ling coach, drawn by post-horses, parrot Coco and 
bttlo dog Cora upon tbo back soot, nn elegant 
footman in the livory of a chasseur upon the l)ox be 
Bide the postillion, entered for tho first time the gay 
'* Kaisoratadb * on the Danube, on a Sunday room 
mg bnght with sunslimo, to commonco the mostiffl' 
portant of all ray starring ongagomonts, at tlio proud 
Burg Theatre, tho leadmg ono of all other temples of 
Thalia. 
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All the first-class hotels were full. With difficulty 
we found modest lodgings in the Goldengate. My 
first question to the hired lackey was . “ What is 
to be performed in the Burg Theatre to-mght ?” 

“ Das Fest in Knillwurst, yev Honour 1 ” 

Much diverted, I read on the bill : “ Das Fest in 
Kenilnortb.” j\iy amusement was changed into joy 
when continuing, I road ; Honigin Elisabeth — 
Mad. Amalie Wolff, Roj^al Court actress from Berlin, 
as second dehutP 

In the afternoon I went, together with two tried 
fi'iends, whose acquaintance I had made m Berlin— the 
jovial old Burg actor, Schwarz, and Friedrich Witt- 
hauer, the highly intellectual art-critic of the Wie- 
ner Modezeitung — out into the merry Prater . . . 

How pale, weary, and melancholy was Witthauer, 
formerly so gay, who sat opposite me. I said to him 
with sorrow — 

“ And must I remmd you that this is the 28th of 
May . . . and that this day nine years ago, in 
Berlin, among the abundance of presents, flowers, 
and poems, nothing gladdened my heart so much 
as a rose-tree with a hundred flowers and buds, and 
a rose-coloured leaf with the words . ‘ A poor 
scholar has nothing but flowers to strew upon your 
path.’ ” 

Poor friend I He had never been happy since the 
time when we counted together the hundred buds 
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this opportunity How valuable would ROtaohera 
letters liave been for my “ Stage Eemimscencea I 
On the occasion of a dinner party the Professor 
wanted to convert tne to his philosophy of un 
belief. I said to hia wife, “ Prau Professor, would 
you not care if you were not to find your husband 
and children in another world ? ” 

They laughed — and that philosophy was no more 
referred to But when thirty years after I heard 
of the dreadful Boffenoga caused by the softening of 
the brain nnder which the famous “dramaturg’* 
died in Berbn, in the spnng of 1871, dnnng tho 
German rejoicings, after the great victoncs, almost 
forgotten already by his contemporanos — then I 
thought once more of Bromberg and tho Professors 
philosophy — sic iranui gloria mundi 

• ••••* 

After a short sonos of pcrfonnaucos in Brfinn, 
mother and I, in tho body of our comfortable travel 
ling coach, drawn by post-horses, parrot Coco and 
little dog Cora upon tho back scat, an elegant 
footman in tho livery of a chasseur upon tho box be- 
side tho postillion, entered for the first tnno the gay 
“ Kaisorstadt” on the Danube, on a Sunday mom 
ing, bnght with sunshine, to commence tlio inostim 
portant of all my starnngcngngomcnts,nt tUo proud 
Burg Theatre, tho leading ono of all other tempKa of 
Thalia 
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found necessary. One 'U'oman received an abundant 
supply of bread, flour, and coffee ; but when the 
ofiicjals proceeded on their nay she cried after them, 
“ Ah, Herr Koniniissai — and you haven’t brought 
rue a single ‘ Kipfel ?’ That is wicked. . . . Pray, 
good master, do not forget the ‘ Kipfelu ’ next time I 
will 3’ou not ^ That is my only passion . . m 
the dialect of the Yienuese. 

We discussed the starring engagement of Amalie 
Wolff. She had appeared already in the character 
-of Frau Feldern in Topfer’s “ Hermann und 
Dorothea,” without much success. 

“ I do not understand that,” said I. “ Madame 

I 

Wolff’s ‘Feldein’ always enraptured all Berlin by 
its life-like freshness and truth. She turned this 
graceful role iuto a perfect ^enre-picture. . . ” 

“ Certainly, only for the frame of the Burg 
Theatre it is too faithfully copied from life Here the 
public like to have eveiything painted and dressed-^ 
up. So Yienna could not understand how a- 
Berlin Court actress could exhibit so little taste in 
her toilet as to venture to appear on the boards of 
the Burg Theatre as Frau Feldern in slippers, a 
print-dress with large flowers and flaps, an apron and 
an old-fashioned cap.” 

“ But,” cried I, amazed, Frau Wolff did nothing 
but choose the costume in faithful adaptation of 
Goethe’s poem ” 
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and flowers on that roaa-tree which adorned my first 
birthday table in Berlin 

Pnednoh 'Witthaner reposes in the ohurohyard of 
ilemn ainoe 1846 He died of — Vienna and Metier 
nioh a censorahip 

In the droll “ W urstl Prater ” I turned obfld 
once more , on visiting the booths with the froho- 
some clown, with their prodigy animals, dancing 
dwarfs, giantesses, panoramas, hares finng pistols, 
and dogs and apes in the oostnmes of Mdmo do 
Pompadonr and her Court. I was delighted 
with the gayness, the harmlessless and onviablo 
naneli of the people of Vienna , ladies and gentle- 
men, citisens and soldiers, nursery maids and stu 
dents, artisans* wives, and jonmoymen — all mingling 
in a motley crowd, and equally enjoymg the proffered 
pleasures I 

Eventually wo sat down under the fresh green 
trees of the Prater at prettQy-covored littlo tables, 
and dranV genuino V icnna coffeo with cream, whilst 
Lnnnors enraptunng wnltics were being performed, 
and at last I could satisfy my long felt venrning for 
“ tVionor Kipfoln ” 1 Did not an Austrian attnchd 
in St Petersburg tell roe the following “ Kipfcl ” 
nnecdoto The Danube had overflowed its banks 
nnd cut off some isolated nllnges from nil comraunt 
cation Government comroissnnca in stiffs Msitcd 
the vnnous huts to dislnbute victuals — irhoro it wos 
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found necessary. One woman received an 
supply of bread, flour, and coffee ; but 
officjals proceeded on tlieir way she cried affc®^ tbera, 
" All, Herr Kommissar — and you haven’t ^^’ought 
me a single ‘ Kipfel ?’ That is wicked. . . ' 
good master, do not forget the ‘ Kipfeln ’ ne^^ ^ 
will 3 'ou not ^ That is my only passion . • • 
the dialect of the A^iennese 

We discussed the stariing engagement of 
Wolff She had appeared aheady in the ct'^^^’acter 
•of Frau Feldern in Topfer s “ Hermad^ 
Dorothea,” without much success. 

“ I do not understand that,” said I. “ ^^fadame 
Wolff’s ‘Feldern’ always enraptured all BP^kn by 
its life-like freshness and truth She turd^^ ^kis 
graceful role into a perfect {/enre-picture. . . • 

" Certainly, only for the frame of thd 
Theatre it \s too faithfully copied from life. 1^®^® fke 
public like to have everything painted and (li’essed-*' 
up. So Vienna could not understand kow a ‘ 
Berlin Court actress could exhibit so little f^ste in 
her toilet as to venture to appear on the bo^^*^® 
the Burg Theatre as Frau Feldern in slijfP®^^* ^ 
print-dress with large flowers and flaps, an apf®° 
an old-fashioned cap.” 

“ But,” cried I, amazed, “ Frau Wolff did flothing’ 
but choose the costume m faithful adaptaF^^ 
Goethe’s poem.” 
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“ It does not matter,” Witthauer said, -mtli a 
melanoholy smile “ Oar Viennese are mnoh bettor 
pleased with their own Feldem, Fran Ton IVeiszen 
thnm, in her stately dress of brown silk, blaot sahn 
shoes with orossed broad ties, and lace cap ToU 
see, our stage is strong in the fashion epoch ” 

“ Fashion epoch P ” 

’* I am afraid yon will soon understand but too 
well what I mean when once you hare assisted at 
some performanoes m the Burg Theatre, or Imvo 
yourself played a few tiroes Tho most excellent 
noting of our ladies finis to take if not performed 
in a new, brDbant and nneipeotcd toilet before 
the ontioal audionoe Karohne Mliller is tho 
lioness of our olassical boards and of fasbionnblo 
Vienna I shonld not be in tho least surpnsed if 
presently orory now WVe of Knrolino MOlIor were put 
on the bills, accompanied by a note snob as this 
The lady will to-night present herself to an honour 
able audience in four — fire — six brand-new toilets, 
brought direct from Pans by spccml counor 
And I — tho ontic — I am expected always to quote 
and minutely describe and onticiso this gorgeous 
display of dross , if I fad to do so, tho pood 
Vionncso think ray cnticisms stale and prosy 
So you need not wonder if prcscntlj you find Ihc 
theatneal criticisms signed by tho famous Bohr, the 
• dirmost ’ ladies’ dressmaker in Vionm, or b/ 
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Madame Eosa, our ‘ most biglily intellectual ’ 
Parisian modkte.^' 

‘‘ All ! now I understand wlij Julia Eetticb. left 
tlie Burg Theatre and went to Dresden . . . and 
why the noble tragedienne was allowed to go. Oh, 
mother, how will youi* Lina fare with her poor ward- 
robe that knows nothing whatsoever of Pans ? ” 

“ If you do not rival Karoline Muller in her 
toilet, you will make a fiasco ! ” Witthauer said, 
gloomily. 

“ And is there no chance of escape — none ? ” I 
said, in the words of Egmont, and the wailmg tones 
of an Iphigenia. 

“ None — but to sacrifice to the moloch Behr red 
gold — red gold — much gold • ” Schwarz chimed m 
m a similar tone. 

An elegant horseman upon a splendid steed was 
]ust prancing past us with a graceful dash. 

“ What a splendid animal, and how worthy of it 
is the nder ! ” I exclaimed, enraptured. 

“ Le cavalier a la mode — the most daring nder in 
the world — the most popular man in Vienna — Count 
Moritz Landor 1 ” Witthauer said. “ But there he 
is back again I shall salute him, and then the 
ladies may see the famous Count at their leisure.” 

The grey Arabian horse stopped in a trice beside 
our table, pawing the ground with its finely-shaped 
'hoofs, and snorting spiritedly. The horseman bowed 
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” It does not matter,” Wittlianer said, vnth. a 
melanoholj smile Oar Viennese are moch better 
pleased ^tb tbeir omi Feldem, Frau yon Weiflien 
tbum, in her stately dress of broum sill., black satin 
Bboes witb crossed broad ties, and lace cap Toil 
Bee, our stage is atrong lu the fasbion epoch ” 

" Fashion epoch P ** 

am afraid you will Boon understand but too 
well what I mean when once yon have assisted at 
Bome performances in the Burg Tboatro, or bavo 
yours^f played a few times The most oxooHent 
acting of our ladies fails to take if not performed 
in a new, brilbant and nnexpooted toilet before 
the critical audience Karolmo MbUor is tbo 
lioness of our classical boards and of foshioottblo 
"Vienna. I should not bo in tbo least surpnacd if 
presently every now rdie of Karoline MiUlor wore put 
on the bills, accorapaniod by a noto such as tins 
Tbo lady will to-night present herself to an honour 
able audionco in four — Qvo — six brand now toilets, 
brought direct from Pans by specml counor 
And I — the cntic — I am expected always to quote 
and mmutoly dosenbo and cnticizo this gorgeous 
display of dross , if I fail to do so, the good 
Vionnoso think my cnlicisraa stale and pro^y 
So you need not wonder if presently you fitul tbo 
theatrical cnlicisms signed by the famous Ilchr, the 
‘dmnost* ladica* dressmaker in Vienna, or by 
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Madame Rosa, our ‘ most highly intellectual ’ 
Parisian modisteJ' 

“ Ah ! now I understand why Julia Rettich left 
the Burg Theatre and went to Dresden . . . and 
why the noble tragedienne was allowed to go. Oh, 
mother, how will your Lina fare with her poor ward- 
robe that knows nothing whatsoever of Pans ? ” 

“ If you do not rival Karohne Muller in her 
toilet, you will make a fiasco ! ” "Witthauer said, 
gloomily. 

“ And IS there no chance of escape — none ? ” I 
said, in the words of Egmont, and the wailmg tones 
of an Iphigenia. 

“ None — but to sacrifice to the moloch Behr red 
gold — red gold — much gold > ” Schwarz chimed in 
in a similar tone. 

An elegant horseman upon a splendid steed was 
just prancing past us with a graceful dash. 

“ "What a splendid animal, and how worthy of it 
IS the rider I ” I exclaimed, enraptured. 

“ Le cavalier a la mode — the most daring rider in 
the world — the most popular man in Vienna — Count 
Moritz Landor ! ” Witthauer said. “ But there he 
IS back again. I shall salute him, and then the 
ladies may see the famous Count at their leisure.” 

The grey Arabian horse stopped in a trice beside 
our table, pawing the ground with its finely-shaped 
hoofs, and snorting spiritedly. The horseman bowed 


166 


MEMOTSS OF KABOLnnS BAUER 


" It does not matter,” 'W’ltthaaer said, with a 
melancholy amde *■ Oar Viennese are mnoh better 
pleased with their own Feldem, Fran won 'Weiraen 
thum, in her stately dress of brown silk, black satin 
shoes with crossed broad bee, and lace cap Ton 
see, OUT stage is strong in the fashion epoch ” 

“ Fashion-epoch ? ” 

“ I am afraid you will soon understand bat too 
well what I mean when once yon have assisted at 
some performances m the Barg Theatre, or havo 
yonrae'lf played a few times Tbo most oiooHent 
BCbng of one ladies foils to take if not porformod 
m a new, brilbant and nnespeoted toilet before 
the critical audience Knroline MQUer is tho 
honess of our classical boards and of fashionable 
Vienna. I should not be in tho least surprised if 
presently every new rile of Karoline Milllor were put 
on tho bills, accompanied by a note such as this 
The lady will to-nigbt present herself to an honour 
able audionoo in four — Svo — six brand now toilets, 
brought direct from Pans by special couner 
And I — tho cntio— I am expected always to quote 
and mmutoly desenbo and cnticiso this gorgeous 
display of dross , if I fail to do so, tho gooil 
Vionnoso think my criticisms stale and pro'y 
So you need not wonder it presently you find tho 
theatrical cnticisms signed bv tho famous Ilchr, tho 
‘diviDOst’ ladies’ dressmaker in Vienna, or hy 
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“ It does not matter,** "Wittliauer said, with a 
melancholy smile “Oar VienneBe are much better 
pleased with their own Feldem, Fran von Weissen 
thnrn, in her stately dress of brown silk, black satin 
shoes with crossed broad ties, and lace cap Tod 
see, our stage la strong in the fashion epoch ** 

“Fashion epoch?** 

“I am afraid yon will soon understand bnt too 
well what I mean when onoe yon have assisted at 
some performances in the Bnrg Theatre, or have 
yourself played a few times The most excellent 
acting of our ladies fails to take if not performed 
m a new, brilUant and unexpected toilet before 
the critical audience Korohno MOllor is the 
lioness of our classical boards and of fashionable 
Yiennn I should not bo in the least snrpnscd if 
presently everv now of Knrolino Jtilllor wore put 
on the bills, accompanied by a note such as this 
The lady will to-night present herself to an honour 
able nudicnoo m four — five— six brand now toilets, 
brought direct from Pans by special courier 
And I — the cntic — I am expected nlwoys to quote 
and minutely dcsonbo and cnliciso this gorgeoui 
display of dress , if I fail to do so, the rockI 
Yionneso think ray criticisms Rlalo nnO pro^y 
So you need not wonder if presently you find the 
theatncal cntioams signed by the famous llohr, the 
‘diviDCst* ladies* dressmaker in V’lonna, or by 
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Madame Rosa, our ‘ most HigUy intellectual ’ 
Parisian modiste.^' 

“ All I now I understand wliy Julia Rettich left 
the Burg Theatre and went to Dresden . . and 

why the noble tragedienne was allowed to go. Oh, 
mother, how will your Lina fare with her poor ward- 
robe that knows nothing whatsoever of Pans ? ” 

“ If you do not rival Karohne Muller in her 
toilet, you wiU make a fiasco ! ” Witthauer said, 
gloomily. 

“ And is there no chance of escape — none ? ” I 
said, in the words of Egmont, and the wailing tones 
of an Iphigenia. 

“ None — but to sacrifice to the moloch Behr red 
gold — red gold — much gold > ” Schwarz chimed in 
m a similar tone 

An elegant horseman upon a splendid steed was 
just prancing past us with a graceful dash. 

“ What a splendid animal, and how worthy of it 
IS the nder 1 ” I exclaimed, enraptured. 

“ Le cavalier a la mode — the most daring nder in 
the world — the most popular man in Vienna Count 
Moritz Landor ! ” Witthauer said. “But there he 
IS back again. I shall salute him, and then the 
ladies may see the famous Count at their leisure. 

The grey Arabian horse stopped in a trice beside 
our table, pawing the ground with its finely-shaped 
hoofs, and snorting spiritedly. The horseman bowed 
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“ It does not matter,” 'Witthaner said, witli a 
melanoboly smde “ Oar Viennese are mnoh better 
pleased with their own Feldem, Fran Ton Weiszen 
thum, in her stately dress of brown silk, black satin 
shoes with crossed broad bes, and lace cap Ton 
see, OUT stage is strong in the fashion epoch ” 

“ Fashion-epoch?” 

"I am afraid yon will soon understand but too 
well what I mean when once you have assisted at 
some performances in the Burg Theatre, or huvo 
yonrse'lf played a few times The most oscollcnt 
aohng of onr ladies fells to take if not porfonnod 
in a now, bnlhant and unexpected toilet before 
the cnhcol audience Karolmo MQUor is the 
lioness of our classical boards and of fashionable 
Vienna. I should not bo in the least surpnscd if 
presently every now rHa of Karolmo Mflilor were pat 
on the bills, accompanied by a note such os this 
The lady will lo-night present herself to an honour 
able audienco in four — five — six brand-new toilets, 
brought direct from Pans by special courier 
And I — the enhe — I am expected always to quote 
and minutely dosenbo and cnticiro this gorgeous 
display of dress , it I fail to do so, the gooil 
Viennese think my cnlicisras stale and prosy 
So you need not wonder it presently you find the 
theatneal cnticisms signed by the famous Behr, the 
‘ divinost ’ ladies’ dressmaker m tlonns, or by 
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■witliout; the gaj, frolicsome, wild, and highly in- 
genious Count Landor, who catered so splendidly 
for the amusement of the good people of Vienna. 
Wherever he appeared he was greeted by the multi- 
tude with cheers and clapping of hands, and the 
greatest suspense was painted on all faces if the 
Count was not going to do something pretty, merry, 
and neck-breaking ! 

Count Landor, who belonged to one of the richest 
and oldest aristocratic families of Hungary, had the 
most magnificent stud in Vienna. Every day he 
would appear upon a different but lovely, high- 
spirited horse, which he himself had tamed and 
broken m upon the wide Hungarian steppes — himself 
dressed in the picturesque waving cloak of a horse- 
herd. Very often he would ride in the Prater the 
wildest coursers without saddle, reins, or stirrups, and 
only the initiated knew that he led the horses by a 
fine, almost invisible silken cord. It was by no 
means rare that the horseman- Count suddenly 
cleared a cab in motion, a market-vendor and her 
high piles of crockery, and then threw a handful of 
fiorins to the terrified people, as a solatium for the 
fright, for he never damaged anything. Also, his 
wagers were the talk of the day, and filled the 
columns of the newspapers. Thus he once won a 
Wager that he would nde up the stairs of a house of 
three storeys, on the narrow balcony above turn his 
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jl graceful salute to us and talked to "Wlttliauer, 
who had gone forward to meet him I viewed the 
eotentno Count with muoh interest , his feats of 
horsemanship had won for him an European reputa- 
tion Count Landor was twenty nine then, scarcclyof 
toedinm size, but of rare elegance and supple vigour 
on all hi8 movements He sat upon his grey horse as if 
a part of it* gracefully rising in the saddle His face, 
■frhioh was more interesting than handsome, was 
deep brown, enframed by a short black board, and his 
drttk eyes sparkled with love of life and frolicsome 
gaiety The whole — horse and ndor — presented 
the picture of youthful exubomnoo, grace blended 
with strength His fiery eyes wore coolly examining 
mo, and then he got ‘Wlttbauer to introduce !um to 
us Ho conversed vnth facility, uay, spnghtlinosB, 
but, for my taste and habits, in a mthor too cavahhte 
ment Viennese fashion Wo Imd hardly been talking 
together for two minutes when ho invited mo to 
toko a drive with him m tho Prvtor tho next day 
When I deolmod that honour somowhat coldly, 
burning eyes looked at mo in perfect wonderment, 
as if they would say, ** Count Landor ofTcrs his 
splendid carnage, and his stiU more splendid 8tIf,to 
an — actress, and sho declinos ovorythiog That u 
now in Vienna ** 

In tho Prater llio Count might bo seen daily 
Indeed, tho Viennese could not fancy thoir Prator 
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j,7<'C( — {(i-inoi I ow <) rith'ihii'-r — f!io cl 13* after to- 

inonoNs in lln* manner of a Mnirsar. 

*. ♦ 

Ai dial jxiirul a)) Vienna Fj>ok<' of <li(‘ Jiot love 
of Jlie mien ''hiiLT ('onnl for Pn nee-HS Lt'onl m(3 ron 
rnicli, n (linirliier of llie nlPpowerful Imperial 
('Jiancellor. Put it v, a^* liai«lh* ennliied iliat (lie 
Pnnee \\onl<I uitiml Im lou'h (Pin^liter (0 fo mad 
a daie-drMl. and \<,t v.itne-‘'ed (lit'ir bril- 

liant mainmoni'd union T)u* \onn'^ couple lived 
pail]} in Vienna, jiailh in Hilda, upon the ‘Splendid 
and romantic ramih-‘-ea(' of flu* Lainloi-' Wlicn 
Met t ei nicli’s Ftar ‘•ef, the excited muliitudo one 
tvonine pcrfoi mt’d an assfui mock-concert m front 
of LandoiV pd.ice .Smldenl^ a man emerired from 
the 110^3' mol;, took up a place upon the sl.iir 
of the jjalacc, and was fooii the loudest m sliouting, 
vlnstling, and drumming . .It vas the Count 
Inmself ! 8caicel3 had tlio multitude recognized 
him, vlicn the}' stopped short in their nois}' dcinon- 
Biration. . . . Picsently a univeisnl shout of laughter 
broke forth on all sides. . . Ko wonder, it wms the 
height of drolleiy that a man wmuld join in a mock- 
concert that was performed in front of his ovvn 
house. . . The storm was over, and with singing 
and laughing, the people, just noiv so excited, 
went away. 

And this interesting man was doomed to a sad 
end I He fell with, his horse and sustained a con- 
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tors© upon its hind legs, the fore legs high up in the 
air I 

From the dnll ground at the foot of the bastion 
at Buda he irould often suddenly prance up the 
steep steps of the castle hill to the castle of hu 
ancestors, and the jubilant soldiers would see 
their chief and his horse’s head looking calmly 
down from the highest windows of the castle 
'Wherever it was possible, he did not nde through a 
gate, but would make his horse clear the wall 

Afterwords, when the railway between Ylonna 
and Pesth was opened, he, for a wager, rode the 
distance in six hours, and omved m Pcsth two 
hours before the alow mail tram that bad started at 
the same time that ho had 

Count Landor also loved to show himself to the 
good Viennese sometimes in a vohiolo, but, if pos 
Bible, each time in a now structure of his own 
invention To-day ho would ndo in tho chanot 
of a Roman, h la Julius Cicsnr, to morrow with 
his friends upon a high scafTold, the day after 
ho lay nearly on tho ground in a hammock between 
twogigantio wheels, and then ho would dnvo about 
upon throe wheels But tho vehicles were only a 
sort of background for his horses To-<lay ho would 
dnvo BIX piebalds from tho box tho next day ho would 
harness together groy, black, bay and brown horses 
tbe following day three grey, tandem, — to-ihiy d 
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1 i>s<i — lo-inoirow h Tonnhii^t — dm rlav after to- 
inonovv iii Jim nniinor of a Mafr_\nr. 

AJ lliaf ppiKul ill Vii*nn.i ‘;j)oke of llie liot love 
of llie iiiJt'U"'!inLr f'lHjnJ for Pj nirc'HS Leniif me ^on 
^Mi'JJei lucli, a (1 iiiirlit*'! of llie all-powc'rfal Jmpcnal 
Ciiniicollui IjiiJ iJ ImmIK ciediied (hat the 

IhiiK’e woohl ('iiJnml low h diOL^diler Jo ‘•o mad 

a dare-deMl : and \<.( IF wiJne-'sed (heir brd- 

« 

h.inJ m.iJi mioiii il mnoii 'Plu* ynm^ couple Incd 
p.ulh in Ahomn, pirilv m Pada, upon (he ‘^plt'iidid 
and roinanJic funih-'-eaJ of Jim laindoi-^. When 
r^IeJtermch’'^ ‘-Jar ‘>(‘J, (Im e\ci(ed !iniln(ude ono 
evenmj^ pi'ifoniu'd an a\\rul mock-concert m front 
of Landor’s p ilace Snddenh a man emeiL^cd fiom 
Jhc nom} mob, Jook up a place upon (ho stair 
of the palace, and was soon the loudest m shouting, 
whistling, and drumming Jt was the Count 

himself! Fcaicel} had (he inulJitudo lecoguizcd 
him, when they stopped short in their noisy demon- 
stration. . . Presently a uuivcisal shout of laughter 
biokc forth on all sides. . . Ko wonder, it w^as the 
height of diolleiy that a man w'oiild join in a mock- 
conceit that w'as perfoimcd in front of his own 
house. . The storm was over, and with singing 
and laughing, the people, just now so excited, 
went away. 

And this interesting man was doomed to a sad 
end 1 He fell with his horse and sustained a con- 
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cussion of the brain Gloomy clouds nay, often 
deep darkness, enrapt the once so cheerful mind 
for many, many years until his death Poor Loon- 
tine Mettemioh has nrept many tears 

Pauhne, the daughter of Count Landor, who 
became the wife of her uncle, Pnnce Richard 
Metternioli, has inhented much of the eccentricity 
of her father The gallant Court of the Empress 
Eugenie once could — and Vienna can to day— tell 
some Stones about that 

"Well, that evening I sat, in no little expectation, 
among the audience of the Burg Theatre The lofty 
house, which possessed no arohitootural, but much 
anstocrotio beauty, was beaming in floods of light 
The first second, and third circles wore nhvo with 
a shimmering moss of the most elegant, stnbng — 
aye, venturesome toilets Fnshionnblo gontloraon 
wont from one pnvato box to another, and courted 
the Indies Evorywherothoro was langlung, coquet 
ting, and the loudest and most unconstraino<I con\ or 
sation — and not dunng the entr aetcson\y Fonsand 
loTgnons ^\oro put in operation, white, beautiful 
ladies arms were othibitod in the most advantageous 
attitudes upon the balustrades that wore cushioned 
with rod velvet One saw that each man, and, 
moro still, each fair dame, desired to Ik> soon, 
and niracd at placing himself or liorFolf in the mo^t 
brilliant light The «U„o was of tecondaiy 
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inoinent. . . . How dilTcrenfc were things in 
Beilin • 

Tlic poor Rnillwurst” pn'^scd witliout leaving a 
trace behind The hoiy Ludwig Lowe, tlio grace- 
ful Fournier, and even Goctlic’s most gifted pupil, 
mj dear friend Amalie Wolff, wore unable to rouse 
the audience to cnthiisinsin. Blisabcth’s gentle 
“Lcice'^icr, icli bcfehlc,” so famous in Berlin, and 
ber impel lOii';, harsh “ Burleigh, ich bitto ! ” — these 
fine psychological nuancc’i were not even noticed in 
Tienna No wonder, then, that Amalie WolfT became 
moic and more confused Slie told mo afterwards . 
“I have been cruelly punislied for not having stuck 
to my determination to accept no more starring 
engagements after the death of my husband And 
moreover, I blundered m the choice of the parts. 
Comedy is dominant in Vienna at the present 
moment. I ought only to have appeared in 
humorous parts, and should have been certain of 
the most effectual support in the humorous line ” 

Amalie Wolff was ri^ht In the cheerful and 

O 

graceful genre of comedy and fashionable plays, the 
Burg Theatre maintained its reputation, which, under 
Schreyvogel’s able management, had been founded 
in the third decade ; to offer the most pleasing and 
perfect ensemble after the Theatre Franpais I le. the 
leading parts there appeared by turns, the elegant, 
fashionable Korn, the fiery Ludwig Lowe, the witty. 
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amiable Fiobtner Anscbtltj: 'was a moat stnbing 
** hero-father/' Wilhelmi an exquisite comical 
“papa,” and Kostenoble a dear, funny comio actor 
that made one die of laughter I Karoline Mtillor 
was a brilliant “ lady ” of society, the pretty little 
Peohe a charming, noire “ lover,*’ vrhoso strong 
Bohemian accent even suited her well — and the 
"VlenQese, naturally fond of laughing, made a most 
grateful oomedy audience To be sure, the Burg 
Theatre could not compare ■with the Berlin drama 
and tragedy Since Sophie Miiller’a hot artiste 
heart had bled to death through art, and Sophio 
■Sobrdder and Jobe RettioU had quitted Yionim in 
anger, the tragic bne was almost forsaken 

Bauemfold’e comedies had possession of tho stage 
A humorous dispute once arose, whether Bauomfold 
bad been given to tbo Vionnoso to wnto grateful 
r6Jes for tbeir favountos at tbo Borg Thontro 
or Karobno Muller and Pocho, Anschutz, La 
Bocho and L5wo, Kostonoblo, Korn nnd Fichtnor 
had been specially born to play Baucrnfcldh pieces 
just as they required to bo played 

I made Bauomfold » ncquaintanco in society and 
was glad to see bo pleasant a talent, nnd knowlo<l^o so 
nbondant, atill enhanced by tho greatest personal 
modesty 

In autumn I assisted at tho pcrformaijce of a 
novelty, “ Dcr Trauin cm Lebon/’ by Gnllpartcr 
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All Yienna was in a fevensli excitement, and the 
crowded, brilliant house was almost delirious with 
suspense. And then, when the curtain at last rose, 
and the deeply poetic composition of “our Grrill- 
parzer,” so worthily represented by “ oar Anschutz,” 
and “ our Lowe,” and “ our La Roche,” passed 
before the beaming eyes of the spectators . . 
a perfect storm of jubilant acclamation and 
enthusiasm broke out, alternating with pauses of 
breathless suspense. Yes, indeed, the public seemed 
to join in the acting ; something bke it I had seen 
only in the Theatre Franqais, the intellectual 
sparks that flashed from the stage reflected kindling 
glances in the eyes, the animated faces, and in the in- 
dividual enthusiastic exclamations of the enraptured 
spectators 

The final scene, producing an especially powerful 
effect — when the shepherd (Ludwig Lowe) awakes 
in his humble hut, a pure, devout man, poor and un- 
known, but so glad and grateful that he has only 
dreamed all the splendour and wealth . . and the 
spectator only now learns that the treason and 
homicide, by which he had satisfied his longing for 
power and happiness, was all merely a dream — proves 
the masterly skill of the poet. 

In the theatre “ An der Wien,” I saw for the first 
time Raimund and his charming magic tales. A 
new world arose before me on the stage. I became 
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The final scene, producing an especially powerful 
effect — when the shepherd (Ludwig Lowe) awakes 
in his humble hut, a pure, devout man, poor and un- 
known, but so glad and grateful that he has only 
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once more a laughing and weeping child, as good, 
and believing, and confiding aa a child that does not 
yet know the thorns and poieonons flowers of life 
In the " Alpenkfioig,'' Director Karl, Baimund, 
and the comio actor Soholi:, formed the most 
delightful eTisemhU, and m the “Yerschwendor*’ 
Eaimund was a dear, eccentric Yalentm 

And this happy poet — this charmingly odd ooniio 
actor was even then in private life a gloomy 
hypoohondnao, A fixed idea that he was not under 
stood and appreciated by his dear Yienncso 
troubled hia otherwise so lucid mind Tormented 
by gloomy thoughts, be often for days conceded 
himself from the eyes of all the world in hw pretty 
villa at Gutenstcin Some voars ago the highly 
gifted Therese Kronos, a friend of his of many 
years standing, succeeded in often snatching 
him from his brooding — but the light hearted 
soubrelte has been dead these four years Tbo 
Viennese said that it, too, was gnawing nt liis 
heart and two yeors later — m 1630— -in a 
gloomy moment, under the delusion of hanng 
been bitten by a mad dog and of being a hopeless 
victim of hydrophobia, ho cast nwnj hrs bonighted 
life, and Vienna, the gay Vienna which had $o 
^^Inughcd witli oil its heart oven to tear* at 
^j^uTounto Itnimund mid Ins magic plnrs norf 
novcli from its heart at Ins funtrnl 
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After we had cxchauged the modest “ Goldene 
Anden ” for the comfortable “ Erzherzog Karl,” I 
liad to think seriousl}^ of mtroducmg myself to the 
mighty of the Burg Tlicatre, and of making the 
necessary arrangements with them for my per- 
formances that were to begin early m August. I 
fiist of all called on the “artistic director,” Dein- 
hardsteiu, and found in him an amiable, jovial 
gentleman, who seemed to be accustomed to take 
things pretty easilj'’ as regarded life, art, and his 
duties. He was known in Vienna as a passionate 
angler, and did not care very much to be disturbed 
by business. He spoke rather freely, nay, indis- 
creetly, about his chief, the Lord Chamberlain and 
Manager-General, Count Ozernin, who had one fine 
day turned away in disgrace, without ceremony, 
the meritorious, but rather brusque director, 
Schreyvogel, and appointed as his successor the 
author of “Hans Sachs ” and “ Garrick in Bristol.” 
He laughingly laid the fault of all the administrative 
and management sms of the Burg Theatre at the 
door of the Lord Chamberlain, Count Czermn. I 
do not know whether Demhardstein was serious 
when he expressed to me his regret at the unfair 
treatment tragedy received at the Burg Theatre, op 
whether he thought he would thus show himself in 
the most favourable light to me — who spoke with 
enthusiasm of the classical time in Berhn. 
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hardstein, and found m him an amiable, jovial 
gentleman, who seemed to be accustomed to take 
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Manager-General, Count Czernm, who had one fine 
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He laughingly laid the fault of all the administrative 
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door of the Lord Chamberlain, Count Czernm. I 
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when he expressed to me his regret at the unfair 

treatment tragedy received at the Burg Theatre, op 

\ 

whether he thought he would thus show himself m 
the most favourable light to me — who spoke with 
enthusiasm of the classical time in Berhn. 
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To see the " intendant,” I lind to go to Sohon 
bmim Qrea% disappointed I was -wilh this lamous^ 
but now so desolate, dreaiy, and neglected Imperial 
summer residence, and Count Oremin almost 
frightened me at first sight I had thought of a 
stately, amiable, and highly intellectual Count 
BrUhl, who was still fresh in my memory ns Borhn 
“ intendant," and found a -very old, dned up httlo 
man with a thousand wrinkles in the pnny httlo face, 
with eyes without lustre, ay, almost dim, and 
painted and dressed up liken Fronoh marquis of the 
ancien rigmt. Hu whole bearing and his artistic 
judgment wore in perfect harmony with that 

IVith ns much unconstraint as Deinbnrdstom bad 
spoken to strangers about liu chief, the latter talked 
about his “ director ” and the actors 

“ Fruuloin Pcoho is the pearl of our stage in nalvo 
and childlike olcgiao parts “The queen of sixtoon 
years" she plays oiqiiisitcly, although Anschtttz sup- 
ports her badly by his slow enunciation, so that 
during Ins endless spceoU at the conclusion of the 
piece the poor little queen is at a loss what to do 
to produce an effcctivo play of countenance " 

" But, your Exccllonoj, u not AnschDtr a master 
in the clasBical school ? ’ 

“ That may bo,’ his Eicolloncy said, careh'-itj 
" I care httlo for classical plays , drama and tragedy 
weary me And if wo had no coracdj I should 
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send the whole theatrical business to Jericho. . . 
But comedy with his Excellency was identical with 
the pretty and not at all hard-hearted Peche. 

The Count somewhat inquisitively asked if I 
perhaps contemplated a permanent engagement at 
the Burg Theatre. 

I said unreservedly : “No, your Excellency ! my 
line IS more than adequately represented here, and 
before I sign another longer contract in North 
Germany, I intend to continue starring for some- 
time. But if the people of Vienna accord me a 
\ 

kind reception in my approaching debut I shall be 
happy indeed to play at the Burg Theatre from 
time to time ” 

Then Count Czernin quite overflowed with old- 
fashioned compliments from the galantene-honhon- 
nih e of the ancien regime He had feared that I 
wanted to oust bis dear little Peche — who stood on 
the same mtimate footing with the all-powerful 
“ intendant ” as she once did with the Grand Duke 
of Hesse — from the favour of the Viennese. 

Viennese society I also came to know and to 
esteem. Baron Andlaw, Eirst Secretary to the 
Baden Legation, came to salute us m the name of 
his chief, General Tettenborn, our countryman, and 
gave us an invitation to dinner for the following day. 
“ You will also see Prince Gustavus Vasa.” 

“ Oh, I once danced so gaily with his sisters 

VOL. in. p 
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Caxjilie and Amalie at tte juvenileT balle ■whiot were 
frequently given by tbe Margravine in tbe Oostle of 
Karlsruhe, because the Empress Elisabeth of Russia, 
who was staying on a visit, was fond of such enter- 
tainments And tbe Swedish Crown Pnnco 

Gnstavus I remember very well, too, as he rode so 
pale, thin, and melancholy, through the streets 
of Karlsruhe, and we children looked after him and 
whispered to each other my stenonsly and meaningly 
* His father was a king — and because the naughty 
Swedes have taken away from him his crown, and 
dnvon him and tbe queen and their poor children 
from their kingdom, therefore Pnnco Gustavus is 
so pale, and thin, and melancholy * ” 

“Well, melancholy and pale Pnnee Gustavus 
Yasa is now no moro,*^ Baron Andlnw said, 
laughing, “ man gets accustomed to everything in 
this world, oven to the loss of a kings crown I ” 
General Tettonbom and his spouse had known 
my lato father, and showed to his widow and 
daughter in the heartiest way bow they esfeemed 
him Their pjcasmg house soon became for us a 
piece of Baden homo dunng our sojourn in Vienna 
In the round, rcd-chcokcd, genuine Vienna like 
Pnnco Gustavus Vasa, I should indeed not have re- 
cognised tho poor, pn?o, rnelaocboly khgtt bod, 
without land and crown, whom I had known m 
Karisruhe 
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Countess Ficquclmont m St. Petersburg bad 
given me a letter of introduction to tbe wife of the 
Prencb ambassador, Marquise St. Aulaire, and 
added with a significant smile, “ You will become 
acquainted with legitimists de ^mr sang ! ” 

I was somewhat disappointed I The whole 
Embassy I thought too unearthly and severe 
for me ; even the handsome 3mung daughters 
were measured and reserved like puritans. All 
seemed to feel a secret awe for the bright-eyed, 
life-loving child of the world, who, worse than 
all, belonged to the God-forsaken boards. But 
little by little they shook off their awe and 
reserve one by one. "We talked about St. Peters- 
burg, Pans, Mdlle. Mars . . . and in the end I 
found so much favour before their august eyes that 
Madame la Marquise pressed my hand, assuring me 
that she would come to all my debuts. . . . “ Ah, 
vous 30ueiez La jeime manaine? On dit une 
oharmante piece . . . mais la ]eune marrame — est 
elle bien dlcvde ? ” 

I could with a good conscience say that the young 
god-mother was a very well brought up person. 

With the famous Orientalist, on the other hand, I 
immediately felt at home. Here I made the 
acquaintance of all the celebrities of art and science 
of the then Yienna. With the most deboate tact, 
and the most indefatigable amiabihty, host and 
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hoBteeS knew iow to make ajl the gneata of the 
much - frequented house acquainted with one 
another 

Prince (JortsohakoS, first allachi to the Hnssmn 
embassy, on the letter of recommendation of Pnnco 
■Wolkonsfci, m the absence of his oluof, did the 
honours to me in the most elegant and oourtcous 
manner A true gentleman, with the most refined 
manners, a round easy face, gentle features, n beno- 
Tolent smile, large intoUigeut eyes, a most lutollcc- 
tnal, nay, ramahing oonrersationnl power, the 
Pnnce oven then made the impression of n person 
of importance But I daresay ho himself did 
not dream that ho was destined as diplomatist to 
play so great and influontial a part on the political 
theatre of the world afterwards 

Wo had a small interesting dinner in the Prater 
which Freiherr Ton Zcdlitz, the gay author of the 
“ Todtenkrunzo ” and Impoml Gentleman in Wait 
ing, gave us The other guests were IIorTOn von 
Dalbcrg and Varnhagen, Dr Witthauor and the 
beantifnl Frau Drodo, a fnond of the late Ilalicl, 
and now engaged at the Burg Tlicatre, the nlTcc- 
tionato fnend of IIcit von Zcdlitr. Later a genuine 
Vienna bean joined our party Vnrnlmgon some 
what importunately made a fool of him clf at that 
time by posing ns the relict husband of Itahel. The 
people sneered at the modern •• Orjilicus ' who was 
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for ever and everywhere lamenting over the loss of 
his Eurydice-Eahel. 

The Viennese and Berlmese were soon ablaze 
with a most brilliant cross-fire of wit • ijro et contra^ 
Berlin or 'Wien ! Eacb understood how to place 
a good quality of his own town in its best light. 
When my turn arrived to have my shot, I said : 

To judge by what I have seen during the short 
time of Vienna life, Berlin has one advantage 
over Vienna — that of its aasthetic admirers of us 
artistes.” 

Every one had his say. Zedlitz and Auguste 
Brede looked at each other with a knowing snule. 
At last the beau, who looked at me quite surprised, 
said likewise in his charming Viennese — 

“ Permit me also to say a word — for love is my 
passion. . . But it appears to me the talk here 
is of the romantic, idealistic, platonic love ? ” 

‘‘ Yes, Herr Graf,” said I, “ of the only true, 
eternal love.” 

“ Now I beg you will excuse me, ‘ meine 
Gnad’ge,’ ” the beau said, laughing ; “ the wean- 
some story of eternal love I, too, have gone through 
in my life for once, have sighed and yearned most 
pitifully, sent flowers and sonnets . . . until I 
turned perfectly pale and thin witb love. But 
after three weeks I saw that this eternal love is 
great nonsense, and I made up my mind never to 
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love again in n romantic, idealistio, and otomal 
style ” 

I ivaa BO OonvnlBed mtli langliter that the beau 
became confased, not knowing very woH whothor 
he Bhonld be offended at my hilarity or ]6in in it 
Fortunately he resolved to do the latter Mother 
turned the conversation to a less dangerous subject 
"We spoke about the respective mcnta of Strauss 
and Launer 

I had often heard both of them m the Prater It 
was quite a pleasure to see Strauss conduct his 
dnnce-muBio — the nimble little man with the small 
magic vjohn in hishand, he hopped, nodded, fiddled, 
and moved to uud fro in gladsome oicitoment to the 
time of the intonoating tones The perfonuaneo 
of the orchestra was ciquisito Oberon’s horn 
could not invito to dnnoo with groator magio 
force 

“ To whom do you give the proforcuco — Strauss or 
Lanner ? ” one beau asked mo 

“ I am equally fond of both artistes , but I would 
dance to Strauss’s music with the beat dancer, and 
to Lannor s with the dearest The wnltici of 
Strauss are gayer, those by Lnnncr more poetical, 
and have more fooling ” 

The beau looked at me ns if he wanted to say 
" Tou Northern Germans are ‘ halt,’ a qiietr p<-opIo 
with your notions of eternal love, and poetical, feel 
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iBg music. I am glad ‘ halt ’ that I am a merry 
Yiermese ! ” 

It was high time for me to tin ok of my promised 
starring performances in Pcsth. And so I had to part 
with the merry " Kaiserstadt” on the Danube for a few 
weeks On a brilliant morning m June, we, seated 
in our carnage, rolled out at one of the town gates, 
taking the road to the romantic country on the other 
side of the Leitha. The Hungarian postillions are 
nimble, and looked very smart m their picturesque 
costumes. They drive as madly as the Russian 
ones do No entreaty or commands were of avail 
— on they sped like a wild hunt, often two wheels 
in the ditch. But the drive became really a danger 
to life when, ten or twelve miles before we reached 
Pesth, a herd of Hungarian cattle met us on the 
road. They were big, magnificent animals, snow- 
white, with straight, diverging horns, each about a 
yard long. At first, this white, surging, living sea 
diverted me when the beautiful animals stretched 
their heads, with the large, moist, shimmering eyes, 
inquisitively into the carriage windows. But Cora 
and Coco seemed to find less delight m the 
strangers — they barked at and abused the bovine 
troop with all their might, and Coco, by way of 
change, would whistle his pi^ce de resistance^ the 
hunter’s song in the “ Freischutz.” . . . Then the 
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doyen footed gentry stopped, puzzled — and thoir 
toms were facing ns like palisades. 

StUl — quite still — or we are lost I ” tbe postillion 
oned in his broken German, and put out his hand 
for a willow branch, as if he wanted to raise him- 
self to it I quickly covered Coco’s cage with a 
shawl, my mother quieted Cora and tho oxen 
were generous enough to open a small passage for 
ns 

The two sister towns of Pesth and Buda greatly 
took my fancy, especially Buda, ^ich is situated 
very picturesquely on tho hill Tho streets produce 
a pleasant metropolitan impression, and aro peopled 
with tho handsomest, proud, fiery men 

But bow great was my fnght when I sot foot m 
the German Theatre for the first time at a rehearsal I 
Tho stage is ns broad and deep again ns that of tho 
Berlin opera house, the proscenium IiLo a desert, 
or a bare drill ground, and the body of tho theatre is 
of vast dimensions Moreover, tho house is built 
agaiust all tho rules of acoustics, so much so tluit 
if tho actor did not cry at tho pitch of his voice ho 
would have to forego being understood oron by those 
m tho pit stalls That accounted for tho pro- 
domiuanco of operus, pantomimes, and local farces 
m tho theatre of PcslU m 1834 

I shall say nothing about m) first nppenmneo ns 
Donna Duma. 1 felt utterly lonely uiwn tho Imgo 
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stage, and my own voice sounded to me unearthly 
in this wide, desolate place. I could not have made 
a more unlucky choice than this most graceful and 
elegant of all comedies. All the fragrant poetical 
nuances vanished without leaving a mark in the 
void and hollowness of the place and of the eyes, 
ears, and hearts of the Hungarian spectators, 
although the German part of the audience showed 
me tbeir hearty goodwill In despair I looked 
about me for stronger means, and chose the 
“ Letztes Mittel” of Frau von Weiszenthurn. I 
gave the part of Baroness Waldhull, and had to 
shout out loudly into the pit what I was supposed 
to say gently to myself. “Er kommt, er kommt, 
gewiss ! ” in order to be understood there at least 
. . and he, the beloved, who was not to hear it, 

stood a few yards from me. 

I was nearer weeping than laughing. In this 
mood, I declared to the director that on this stage . 
J should have to dispense with poetical lover-parts 
and delicate ladies of fashion. 

“ But what IS it, young lady ? ” 

“ Let us try ' Kartoffeln m der Schale.’ There 
your esteemed audience can, anyhow, see me peel 
^potatoes in a sentimental, naive style, and hop about 
like a child, although they do not understand a 
syllable,” I said, with a perfect hang-dog humour. 

So it came about that I hopped as potato-peeling 
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Bnsohen and acted mate Viotonn, and besides 
appeared in some of Btrob Pfeifler’a plays that 
were then in the zenith of their popularity In 
the “ GUnstlingo,” a comical intermezzo, such as can 
only happen in Pesth, cansed mo and the whole house 
much amusement. Their honours, the students 
and officers, did not hesitate to bnng with them 
into the ploy house their much beloved dogs 
That they left their still more bolovod horses at 
homo, I aoknowledgo gratefully this day as oxoood- 
ingly considerate Suddenly, in the second not of 
the “ Gfinstlinge,” I hear a dog bark at a distance 
and immediately aflor I see somothing white 
flying through the air It also was a “ ghnst 
ling ' (favonnto) — a largo poodfo Ho had dunng 
the entr aclt, followed his master, who was a student, 
from the pit to the second circle , such visits took 
place also during the porforraanco There the four 
logpfod favounto had got into suoli pleasant com 
municntion with another poodle that ho did not 
notice that his roaster Imd left Not before my 
appearance on the stage did it occur to him to look 
for his master Ho did not find him in the bov 
now, and found the door lockoil Howling, ho put 
his fore-paws upon the balustrade , then his patron 
in the pit cned out to him, in a clear oncounigng 
voice " Ici, Caro in 1 ” And Caro, without more 
ado, sprang resolutely from the second circle into 
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the pit, accompanied by the jubilant shouts of the 
whole house, and landed exactly on the head of a 
fat old Magyar, from whoso head he carried off 
her cap and whole treasure of false raven-black 
curls. 

But richer experiences were yet in store for me in 
Pesth, and for the first time I was to play with a 
pugilistic lover. 

Even during the rehearsal of “ Marie Petenbeck ” 
I noticed that my fiery adorer always kept the left 
side of his face covered with his pocket-handker- 
chief. 

“ Are you suffering from toothache, Herr Groh- 
mann ?” 1 asked him, sympathismgly. 

“Not exactly,” he said, somewhat embarrassed, 
and lifted the handkerchief a little. His cheek was 
scratched, and his eye blue and green and swollen. 

Not yet suspecting anything, I said : “ You might 
haye knocked your eyes out of your head. I am 
sure it must have happened on this dreadful 
stage.” 

Then he smiled at my innocence, and said : “ I 
had a quarrel with some students about Germanism 
and Magyarism in a wine-room last night . . . 
and from words we came to blows. But the 
students have got their blows too ” 

“ Oh, dear 1 Then you are sure to be hissed off 
the stage to-night, and I with you.” 
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** By that time all tnll ho in order again. Itn 
mediately after the rehearsal, we are going to 
Bolemnly celebrate oar reconciliation in fiery 
Tokay I” 

“Not too fieiy, it yon please,” I cried, thinking 
o£ new dangers ahead 

But eveiythmg went bettor than conld bo cs 
pected The bine-eyed “ lover ” was just a little 
animated He had a brillmnt reception from the 
Etndenta, who wore aseombled in groat numbers in 
the standing place behind the pit-stalls, and called 
after ovoiy scene “ Do yon see,” ho said to mo 
tnnmphantly, “ that a few blue marks also have 
their good side, and that people in Posth know how 
to hve and to lot hvo I ” 

But not orciy member of the Gcrmnn stage re- 
garded the life at Pcsth in the same rosy-coloured 
hght I had had the pleasure of finding hero in 
Pcsth a certain Frau Dohny, a daughter of my 
good old Berlin fncud, Frau Knckoberg She was 
engaged to play character parts and " ladies " She 
complained to me, saying “Even after a staj of 
years a Gorman will always fool a stranger hero A 
genial socinblcncss is not to bo found in IVslh, 
merely a wild pursuit of pleasure ” 

“ But they are a beautiful race," smJ I “ How 
imposing and fiery, with what elasi o steps their 
youtlis walk along, Uicir well made, graceful fomn 
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still more set off by tbeir picturesque, becoming 
national costume. Add to this their beauti- 
ful features — flashing eyes, over the prettiest of 
mouths ; the laughing teeth , the smartest of mus- 
tachios.” 

“And when this charming little mouth opens, 
and the delicious mustachios curl, from the palisad- 
mg of these laughing teeth burst the highly- 
intellectual words : 

“ ‘ Horses — women — dogs — pipes . . . and — 

Turn, oil turn, thou Don Rodrigo, 

Turn, oh turn, thou noble Old 1 

. . Pipes — dogs — women — horses’ . . 

Frau Dehny surely had had sad experiences with 
these handsome, bold mustachios 

As far as I am concerned they showed themselves 
only in the most amiable light My series of en- 
gagements in Pesth I reckon among the most noisily- 
applauded of all. I played fourteen times, each 
time before a densely-crowded house, and yet I was 
more than happy when I had successfully “ shouted”" 
through this Herculean task Kathchen von 
Heilbronn was my last role. I wonder if the 
audience heard the least thing of the poetic dream- 
scene under the elder tree ? 

After the performance the smart officers in their 
becommg uniforms of white and green honoured me 
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’mth a bnlUant torchlight aerenade, acoompamed 
by many ** eljens 1 ** 

Count Landor oontmued hia Yienna courting m 
Peath, only a httlo more d la hongroise He gave a 
brilliant dinner at hia palatial residence in Buda m 
my honour, and almost compelled me to mak? oi- 
■carsions with him to neighbouring places, both 
mounted on high steeds or seated in camagos He 
was very anxious to become my protector, despite 
Leontine Metternioh, his sponso 1 

Along with mo there starred at Pcsth at that time 
the brilliant tenor Kdnard Broiting, a Baden 
countryman of mine, and a companion of my 
brother Karl Ho had joined the stage but a few 
years ago, having quitted a ncglootcd academical 
career Ho was of colossal proportions on the stage, 
and possessed n powerful sonorous tenor voice — was 
the % ory man for the enormous stage m Pcsth 1 od 
mired him as Robert the Devil and Zarapa, along 
with Agnese Schebost Unfortunately, ho was 
possessed also of a tremendons {lercnnial thirst , 
dchrixim Iranais had barred the Berlin stage og-imst 
bim 

Agucso Schebest was an idealistic, beautiful 
Romeo, with the sweetest flute-hko voice And hovr 
tho Majjyars ra\ed about /Arir Schebo'^t, nlthoogh 
none could boast of even iho smallist favour fromtho 
beautiful priraa donna W ith an almost lev pnde 



FATHERLAND ONCE MORE 


228 


she moved about outside the stage, and for 
languid yearning of tbe fiery mustachios shd 
had this crusliiug answer . “ I am betrothed I ’’ 

She was the bctrotlied of Pauli, who was n^y 
cellent colleague in Dresden afterwards ; hP 
taken a lively interest m the poor little 
had taught and aided her, and by-aud-bye 
for her the brilliant situation as prima doD°^ 
Pesth, and one day when he urged her to ret^^^ 
Dresden and to become his wife, she wrote td 
“ cool to the heart ” : “ The terms of the 
contract do not satisfy me. Agnese Schebe?^ 
never appear m second parts beside a Schi’®*^®^'" 
Devi lent after it has cost her such bitter, severe 
struggles to obtain a first place for herself. 
give my obstinacy and. release me from ray fi’ofh. 
I must go my own way. I cannot help it. ^ want 
to remain free, conquer, shine, go about 
and make a fortune as quickly as possible to secure 
my independence.” 

Agnese Schebest remained faithful to thi^® P^®" 
gramme to the end of her theatrical career. 

In the year 1840 I met the songstress 
Bremen, where she was starring at the time. 

Poor, beautiful Romeo I But six short ye’®^® 
tervened since I heard you upon the voice-drd’'^®^S 
giant stage of Pesth, smging of love m the si^®®f®®^ 
accents . . . and how broken, how worn-td"^®®!^^ 
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did your voice sound now, despite the admirable^ 
masterly art with which Agnese Schebest know how 
to economise the mins of her voice so ns at least to 
succeed m producing some isolated, dazzling ofFocts 
It reminded me sadly of Oatnlam, whom I had 
beard m Berlin, aa the melancholy shadow of the 
former diva Oatalani who charmed the world 
Poor Eomeo, you caused drops of anguish to appear 
on my brow and aympathotic tears in my eyes 
Nextday I, having arrived the Interof the two, paid 
a visit to Schebest with n very oppressed heart, Sho 
recolleotod our mooting in Pcsth with a melancholy 
amilo, but, if possible, sho appeared still icior and 
prouder than at that period The pam of proud 
hearts causes potnfaction, at least outwardly And 
I could not suppress the feeling that the pain at her 
lost voice was contmimlly growing in her 
In the course of our conversation she said 
am going from Bremen to Riga, then to SU Peters 
burg, Komgsberg, Danzig, Breslau, and ** She 
stopped short and n foiorjsh blush coloured the 
classical features of her mnrblo face 

“ And then?*’ I ashed, full of sympathy 
** Tlicn m^ phy is fnidiod!” she said, with an 
oppressed voice, without moving a muscle 
who have heard Agnese Schebest nt her Ik ^t, T ne<d 
not tell wlmt a life of torture I am leading to sing 
with the rums of a voice, to sing btforo an audienct 
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who once received my Eomeo and my Medea with 
enthusiastic outbursts of applause, and now sit 
there wearied, repenting the few pence they have 
expended to hear a songstress who is spent and 
passee^' 

Tou make tbe picture too black!” I said, inter- 
rupting her, with much feeling. Moreover, what 
you may have lost in voice you make up for by your 
masterly representation, which I find greatly per- 
fected since I heard you in Pesth. Why do you 
not change for the recitmg drama? What a Medea, 
Sappho, you would be, what an Elisabeth of England 
and Lady Macbeth 1 ” 

Never I no, never I ” she exclaimed, and her old 
pride burst forth in more violent flames still. “That 
would be like coming down from my height, 
and Agnese Schebest will not sacrifice an inch of 
ground voluntarily. I am now on my last great 
starring tour. After I have done those towns I 
shall have saved what I need in order to be able to 
lead a life free from care, then farewell stage — for 

f ’J 

ever ! 

How bitter the word sounded! But she kept 
it. 

She left the stage before another year had elapsed 
and married in Wurtemberg the celebrated David 
Strauss. But she was not happy in her union, and 
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fljd not make him happy The mamage iras Boon 
dia solved 

**•••# 

My hohdays, i e , the time that had yet to elapse 
before I commenced my Vienna engagement, we 
passed in the charming Baden near Vienna A 
pleasant promenade leads through the lovely Helena 
valley with tidy crofters’ honeos and elegant nlhis. 
On Sundays one might see there the whole of merry 
and hnllinnt Vienna, headed hy Emperor Frans 
with the princes and princesses The hoary mon 
arch looked like a tmo benevolent patriarch, 
though still the pooplo related langbingly that bo 
would not allow hia " Fasierlo ” 0itllo casks) to bo 
opened by his ministors The latter were, ns was 
by no means a rare ocourrcnco, in the greatest finan 
cinl straits. They oven hinted that a State bank- 
ruptcy might bo tho conserjuonco it the Emperor 
would not como to tho rescue with his great private 
fortune that was stored in casks in tho vanlts of tho 
castle 

However, tho Emperor had but this one answer 
to all their prayers and entreaties " Do what you 
like, but my casks I shall not open 1 " 

Altogether tho good Kaiser Fran* h-id his 
own method of getting out of ditncullics V hen 
tho Duke of lleichstodl, the luckless King of Homo— 
who by this time had been resting for two years In 
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the Imperial tomb lu tlie cloister of the capuchins 
in Yienna, having finished his earthly sorrows and 
Koyal dreams — when a boy once asked his grandr 
father : “ Wh}’’ have 3’’ou sent my dear papa to the 
ngly rock in the sea where I cannot see him at all?” 
Kaiser Franz answered, very calmly : “ Because 
your papa did no good, and if you do no good you 
will be sent to St. Helena likewise ’ ” 

But vhen the boy looked at him with hrs large, 
beautiful mclanchol}' eyes, and said, seriously: 
“ Grandpapa, tell me how I can manage not to do 
good either, that I may go to my father, be love^ 
me much nioie than all of you . . then good 
Franz was at his wits’ end, and be said, honestly : 
*'■ You may ask your mother; she knows how that 
IS done, she will do no good either I ” 

Of the brothers of the Emperor, T was most in- 
terested in the stately Archduke Karl, who lived on 
the romantic Weilburg, in Baden Was he not the 
victor of Aspern, where my poor father lost his life! 

As to their looks, the Archdukes could hardly be 
called handsome. Not merely were they disfigured 
by the large hanging underhp of the Hapsburg 
family, but one could see in almost all of them the 
awful hereditary evil of epilepsy which had been 
introduced into the family through the Spanish 
Princess Ludovica. How handsome were our 
Prussian princes beside them I 
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Literally repolfliye m ita ugliness was the ap- 
peamnce of the heir to the throne Arohduho 
Ferdinand, Eng of Bohenun, with his thick, dnll, 
enormons head, and hia dim eyes, heside his ideally 
beantiful spouse, Mana Anna — a touching martyr, 
with pale, finely-ohiselled features Ferdinand 
BufEered with particular aoTonty from the famfly 
evil, and had lately had sevoml strokes of apoplexy 
The Vienneso said “Brist ‘halt’ an armor Trottoll" 
(“He 13 ‘halt a poor idiot!’’) Ifovortholoss, a 
heartless and unscrupatous honso policy had sacn 
flood to him the most beautiful and noble pnncess 
of Italy I 

A year ago a decayed Captain Heindl bad Died n 
pistol at the successor to the throne hero in Baden, 
because the latter had rotusod to rohoro him again 
and again in his distress Archduke Ferdinand was 
but slightly wounded His pious spouse undertook 
a pilgnmago to Harm Zell, and placed the murder 
ous ball as a thank-otfonng upon the altar of the 
Queen of Heaven 1 

Beside the beautiful, proud Archduobcvi Sophie, 
the mother of the present Emperor, I was etrucL by 
the ugliness and indolence of Archduchess 'Mane 
Luisc She looked jollow and liaggard, like n 
mummy — and yet she had once, ns Impn's of 
France, enraptured a Lapolcon by her voutliful 
freshness 1 How she bad become Duclins of 
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Parma and tlie spouse of her one-eyed equerry, 
Count Neipperg. Ayl time and passions are 
cruel devastators ! 

Prince Metterniclr, wlio was likewise summering 
in Baden, and was still a stately, handsome man, 
had the bearing of a kmg, the eyes of a clever 
minister, and the manners of the most highly-bred 
man of the world. The Princess, his third wife, 
but lately Countess Melanie Zichy Ferraris, was 
young, blooming, dark-eyed, fiery, and graceful — 
but proud and conceited. This was quite in keep- 
ing with the little story which I was told about her. 
The Marquis St. Aulaire, the ambassador of the 
citizen-King Louis Philippe, wished to compliment 
the Princess, saying : “ What a splendid diadem 
adorns your beautiful brow I ” 

Haughtily the Princess answered : “ At least it is 
not a stolen one, like that of some kings 1 ” 

Immediately the Marquis hastened to Prince 
Metternich, related to him what had happened, 
and said : “Mon Prince, after such an insult to my 
Ehng from the spouse of the Austrian State- 
Chancellor, I shall have to write to Pans and 
request my recall ’ ” How diplomatically fine was 
Mettermch’s answer I Seizing the Marquis by the 
hand, he said, with gentle dignity : “ Mon cher 
Marquis 1 J’ai aim6 ma femme, je I’ai choisie, 
mais — -je ne I’ai pas 41ev6e 1 ” 
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And the good Marqoia ■was appeased 

Frans Liszt, too, experienced BimUar insolonco 
from the prond Princess Melanie, and similar fact on 
the part of Pnnce Mettemich The young artist© 
had been recommended to the Princess On the 
occasion of his first visit ho was ushered into the 
saloon, in irhioh ho found the Princess in Uvoly 
conversation with another lady W'lth an anato- 
ttratio nod of the head she returned the how of the 
even then world renowned artiste, and with a grace- 
ful movement of the hand invited him to take a seat. 
But the proud and apoiled man waited in vnm 
for tho nsltor to bo introduced to him, and an 
Opportunity oSordod him to participate in tho con 
Versation At lost tho Princess addressed, with 
much nonchalance, tho question to Liszt You gavo 
concerts in Italy Did you make much money P " 

** Princess, I raako music and no money,” was 
tho proud answer of tho artiste — a stiff bow, and 
he was gone. 

In this case, too, Pnneo Meltomich showoil hira 
Bclf a most nceomphshed man of tho world During 
Iilsxt*s concert in Vienna ho wont up to him to tho 
platform, pressed his hand heartily beforo tlio wbolo 
audience, and asked softly vnth a gncoful smil ’ 

” I hope you will pardon tho lapsus my wife 

committed Of course you know the nature of 


women 
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Metternicli’s daugliters bj bis first marriage were 
slender, fair, more pleasing than beautiful. Count 
Landor was ever bj the side of bis adored. As 
for the rest, the migbtj nobles adored — in the most 
unrestrained manner. 

“ Who IS the beautiful, brilliant Amazon who 
rides along there with the young elegant cavalier ?” 
I asked. 

** Countess P . 

I should say that they must be a very happy 
young couple. They are inseparable, hke two little 
turtle-doves ! ” I said, sympathetically. 

“ Ay, ay, happy indeed ; and also a pair of turtle- 
doves — but not a married pau*. . . He is Prince 

Tr . . .” 

“And Count P . . what does he say to that?” 

“ He IS just takmg the dancer Gr . . a drive over 
there I ” 

Tes, indeed, the people lived, promenaded, 
loved, and bathed in a remarkably homely way in 
the Viennese Baden. One day I looked up my 
mother in her hot sulphur-bath, and was nearly 
killed with laughter. In a large, luxuriously- 
furnished basin promenaded together 20 to 30 
of the strong and gentle sex, wrapped in long 
white bathing-ipantles, and up to their chins m hot 
water. As the luxury of toilet was impossible here, 
all their art had been applied to their hairdress. 
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Ladies and gentlemen appeared with their hair 
dressed m the most beautiful and stylish way, ns if 
they were going to a ball AH the time the gayest 
and hvehest couversatian was earned on between 
the bathers and the visitors on the gallenos 
We had also an interesting rural ball, whioh 
Princess Ifettomioh, as “lady patroness ” in Baden, 
arranged for a benevolent purpose Tho whole of 
fashionable and elegant Vienna had come out 
to Baden to attend it The dark haired patroness 
was beaming in an airy dross of white lace, with 
fresh pomegranato blo3som8,a3 “ quoon of tho bal!,'" 
her step-daughters, in white muslin, woro blooming 
like sweet flowers Long English curls wore tho 
mode most in voguo , and after a few dances by 
Strauss and Lannor alternately, all tho dancers 
resembled poor Ophelm in tho last scene It 
was not dancing, it was raging Tho number of 
trains torn oil by a foot, and tho qunntil) of flowers 
lying scattered about, boro witness to that , oicn a 
white Bilk shoo was seen flying through tho hall 
But not merely was ihoro to bo this dnneo for the 
poor, but also a dramatic pcrforraanco Tlio nctora 
from tho Burg Theatre annually gav o such a hi at ro- 
lent performance in Baden, and the favounto of 
tho Viennese, JlanmilmD Kom, requested my co- 
operation also I readily agreed to play— e'p*-cnlly 
as It was a kind of introduction to my cycle of jicr. 
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formances at tlie Burg Theatre. I chose the 
fashionable lady ” in the elegant comedy from the 
French : “ Zwei Jahre verheirathet I ” and tbe last 
-acts of the " Hagestolzen.” 

My choice proved a success. 

“ Kaiser Franzerl ” said after the “ Hagestolzen ” 
to his daughter, Mane Luise, whose chief governess 
‘lived with us m tbe same house, and who told me 
the pleasant words immediately on, her return: 
“ Look, Luiserl, that was a truly sweet Margarethel.” 

After the “ Zwei Jahre verheirathet” the Em- 
peror’s criticism was this . “ I did like to see 
the strange young lady, she plays so comme il 
Jaut f ” — all in purest Viennese dialect. 

Anschutz was a dear Hof rath in the “ Hage- 
stolzen,” homely, natural, and true, quite hke our 
revered masters of the old school ; and better 
partners than Korn and Adolph Herzfeld . . . and 

a more successful tailor than Herr von Behr, I could 
$ 

not have desired for the drawing-room play 

Yes, I had carefully noted the hints about the 
present fashion-epoch at the Vienna Burg Theatre, 
and with a heavy heart laid at the feet of the ever- 
hungry goddess. Fashion, and her gold-thirsty chief- 
y)rie8t Behr, the money I had earned in Pesth with 
so much trouble and expense of lungs, even to the 
last farthing, for three “ divine ” fashionable ladies’ 
►costumes for “ Zwei Jahre verheirathet.” 
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Herr von Belir had long acqoired for himself in 
Vienna the reputation of being a magician, in whoso 
dresses ugly people looked beautiful — hunchbacked 
people “ as straight and slender as a fir — and the 
beautiful looked like nngols and besides this 
repntation he had, of course, also acquired a voiy 
respectable fortune This prodigy of a tailor had 
Btndied law in Jona , he visitod hia customers in a 
moat elegant carnage, nssombled a quartette in his 
brilliantly appointed house on Snndays, himself 
playing the first fiddle, " for hia recreation,*' and, 
being an enthusiastic fionst, ho was also president of 
a botanical society Not without some anxiety did 
I call on this prodigy 

Ho looked at mo with a searching oyo, from head 
to foot, and smiled complacently Then T\hon I had 
communicated to him very modestly my ** wishes’* 
with regard to colour and malcnnls ho began a con 
rorsation on art At last I took the liberty of ro 
questing Uorr von Bcbr, most politely, that ho 
would have the kindness now to take my measure 

Then ho rose with dignity to his full height, 
looked at mo onco more with the infalliblo cyo of na 
imp^rator from head to foot, and said **Mcia 
Frfiulcin, I never lake a incnsiirc — never 1 *' 

But— but how ? ** I Btaramered for I thought I 
had unwittingly committed n capital enmo againit 
tho great man 




FATnERLAND ONCE MORE. 


285 


“ Mem Fraulein, I only look at; the ladies once — I 
have looked at you already, and I sliall guarantee 
that the dresses will fit you to a T.” 

I stood there annihilated ! 

But Herr von Behr took no revenge for the 
outrage I had done him in confounding him* in my 
mind with, an ordinary tailor ; the three toilets fitted 
"to a T,” and I made /iwoie. 

But when I recall this and other Behr accounts, I 
feel some conscientious scruples, even at this day, at 
my levity m having likewise joined to a certain extent 
in this Viennese Burg Theatre fashion-epoch. On 
the very account of this epoch and these tailor-bills I 
could not have accepted a permanent engagement at 
the Burg Theatre without at the same time looking 
Out for one or more golden toilet-providing friends, 
as was, and is still, the custom at the Burg 
Theatre. 




OHAPTBR V 

EAELT EECOLLECnONB* 

SxEiLi {Axxltc BmiDx) 

I TAB not yot ton ycara old when I ttob to cast tear- 
Tul, inquinng and accusing horror stneVen glances 
into the hidden shalloira of the heart, shnlloiTB which 
over night Bwallow up n whole human happiness, 
the quiet and peace of the heart. 

However much I loved all these chnmiiiig and 
enchanting stars of the Corlsniho Court Theatre, my 
little enthuBiastio heart, enamoured of tho theatre, 
would have given them all up, all, joyfullv for one 
sad maiden Amalie Bouda, tho principal performer 
of youthful lovers 

I first saw her as Khirchen in '• Egraont " so I 
SCO her before mo this day after sixty years have 

TbU inJ tlir foUorrlnf; cliif Ifr fonn no flrt of It ccalloawtl 
tmrrmliTP of ttr lifp of Kniolinp lltoffi lot itrj fir t no on r>“ 
fnntp j>Uoo tfTP ni Lnilp^ tom Ftpnllrd tolrr rtocUrodoo bj t<T 
ttlcro to tor ciuic InnJ iflp r no long no nUenoo 
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passed away : the slender girlish form in the light- 
blue old-Flemish garment, trimmed with black 
velvet, her head finely cut, birdlike, with its glossy 
black hair, her white complexion almost transparent, 
and her large dark blue eyes full of expression. I 
see her, her heart full of love, pacing through the 
room singing : — 

Himmelhocli jauchzend — 

Zum Tode betrubt ! 

Gluckhch allcm 
1st die Secle, die liebt 1 

I have heard this song sung by the most famous 
songstresses of my time, and yet never again as 
Amalie Beuda sang it : with the childhke, touching, 
deep tone of unhappy love 

And then, when Ellarchen kneels on her knees be- 
fore her beloved Egmont, looking full of love up to 
him, hstening to his sweet words of love — bursting 
out triumphantly, with a voice half choked with 
tears, into the words : “ So let me die I the world 
has no joys after this ’ ” 

I never had seen anything so charming, so sweet, 
yet sad, not even in my dreams of fairyland ; add to 
this her sweet, touching, charming voice. Erom 
that evening Amahe Beuda was my idol, which I 
embraced with my whole, brimful, loving, youth- 
ful heart. The most ardent wish of my heart was : 
“ Would that I, too, could be such an artiste, such a 
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•woman I ’ But for Amalie Benda I ahould, perhaps, 
never have been an aotroaa I 

Whenever I saw her name on the play bill I would 
torment my mother till she gave mo the few pence 
required to hny a modest juvenile tichot, and at the 
booking office I did my utmost to appear small, not to 
have the mortification and disgrace of being refused 
a juvenile ticket by the booking-olork. Should I 
not then have had to stay at homo without seeing 
my Beuda ? 

And my glowing onthnsiasra, my love for ray 
idol, grew with each now part she played I saw 
Amahe Benda ns beaming “ Eophaol," “ Anadno in 
Nnios,'’ Kijrner’s Hodwig, in " die Banditenbmut,” 
in the " Kreurfahrer," in Klingemann’s romantic 
chivalrous drama, “ Wcib von Trudonstoin,’ and ns 
“ hlUdohen von Manenburg ' 

Uoiv inlcDEoly I listanod — when on certain evenings 
my mother s foro-party assembled at our house — to 
every word that wns spoken by the ladies about the 
theatre and Amalie Beuda, tho admired favounto of 
nlL 

Still she was but a poor subject for comcrsation 
for chattering women's tongues, ns she lived quietly 
and secluded like a nun 

Amalia Beuda caiae of n genuine family of artiste s 
Tier grandfnllicr had been tbe celebrated conductor, 
Qcorg Beuda of Oolhn, comjioier of the jday with 
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only two ncforp, “Arindno in Xn.\os/’ in winch I 
saw lii'i granddauglit cr shine in ICai Isrulic Her father, 
Karl Ernst Bcudn, made his dlhut on the Berlin 
stage 0*5 “ Eni/i ’’ in the “Hofmcistcr” There, in 
Berlin, Amalie ^^as horn in 1793, her father drawing 
nt that time an annual pay of 312 thalers."' Iffland 
tinincd Benda’s piomming daughters for the stage. 
On his recommendation ihc}' pci formed m Mann- 
heim and Karlsruhe. Hero Amalie v. as engaged. 

Amalie Benda lived vith the familj’’ of Glockner 
{a nell-tO'do 111110 mci chant), esteemed and beloved 
like a daughter. She fiequciited neither balls, con- 
cert nor parties — nay, not even did she attend the 
msthetic Icctui os of Professor Aloys Scliroiber, the 
friend of Allomannic Hebei, though these lectures 
were then the rage of the higher classes, and re- 
garded as a neccssaiy proof of education. 

The beautiful actress was adored by the whole of 
the Karlsruhe gentlemen, but not one could boast of 
having received the very smallest favour from her, 
could not even claim her as a near acquaintance. 
Courteously, but firmly, she refused every mark of 
attention, love letters, poems, every gift, even the 
most innocent bouquet She was said to have in 
Berlin been loved to madness by a young musician 
of great talent and art. She received his serious 
attentions at first in a friendly and hopeful spirit, 
*■ One tbaler— three shillings 
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bnt eventually could not make up her mind to ho 
his, because he vraa ugly, and her young heart vras 
thirsting for heauty Beauty in eveiy form, hcauty 
in hie and in art I The unhappy man took her 
refusal so much to heart that ho shot himself dead 
under her windoiv Since that time, it was said, 

the heantiful cold-hearted Beuda had grown so quiot 
and pole, had grown so sad, that she scrupulously 
avoided making the acquaintance of men 

IVhat, my adored, glowing, ardent Ktiirchon — my 
fieiy •' rohhor hndo ” Bed wig — cold hearted ? No, 
I oonld not bohovo that 

All those mystonous stones of gossips, and the 
deep melancholy which lay like n cloud upon tho 
beautiful marble-palo countenance of my idol, 
kindled my childlike enthusiasm for tho lofty artiste, 
and for tho noble womanly form, oven to ecstasy A 
dozen times in a day I am sure I used to pass by her 
■window (which was always adorned inth tho most 
beautiful flowers), and look up longingly like an 
enamoured comet, until she raised her dchcatolicad 
from her work or book, and n Vindly glance from her 
dark eyes met roe Then I went homo blushing 
and happy If I mol her sweet form in the street 
or in tho cnstlc-park I stood still, ns if rooted to the 
ground, looking up to her breathlessly, KII she had 
recognized my protlu-st, most rc'peclful eurt'ey by 
a graceful nod of tho htail, peculiar to her, by a 
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sweet smile, or perhaps, even by a kind “ good day, 
little dear ! ” 

She was always dressed very simply, but tastefully 
and very neatly. Her linen, gloves, and shoes ap- 
peared particularly neat and elegant. Her gait and 
deportment were easy and well-bred, and that peculiar 
bu’d-like nod of her fine head indescribably graceful. 

I took very great pains to walk quite like my 
Beuda, and in the same way to bend my little head 
of golden curls, taking no notice of the railleries of 
my school-fellows and playmates — nay, I was even 
delighted when they called me “ little Beuda ” 

How I envied my school-fellow, Fanny G-lookner, 
because she had the privilege to live, eat, walk and 
talk with my Beuda I Tins made Fanny Glockner 

/ 

of such importance to me that I, headlong, entered 
into the most intimate friendship with her. I made 
it a point to call for her going to school, in spite of the 
roundabout way I had to go, and after school hours to 
see her home — in the expectation of seeing my Beuda 
at the wmdow And Fanny had to tell me everything 
about her Beuda how she was in the house, what 
she said at table, what dishes she was fond of, 
what embroidery she was so busily engaged with at 
the window, what books she read, and why she 
always looked so sadl Fanny Glockner was not a little 
proud to be so important a little person as to be able 
to relate so many interesting things of her Beuda — 

VOL. III. E 
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yrhat she knew and what she did not know Amalie 
Benda was fond of pancakes with apple jam 
Oh, was not that my favourite dish, too ? Thus I 
had at least one virtne to common with my paragon 1 
And as to her sadness, Fanny Glhckner, too, had 
heard some whispers abont that poor, plain, Berim 
mnsicinn, who had shot himself from unhappy love 
for our beanty Indeed, Lo oven rejoiced in tho 
romantic name of “Fedor” We wondered if also 
on our account some day an unhappy lover would 
kill himself outnght by a shot under our window 
TJgh, shocking, bnt nevertheless also charmingly 
attractive, HUo a gruesome, bloody, nighUrobbor 
story 

How delighted I was when Fanny GlUokncr invited 
mo one day to spend the aflomoon with her m honour 
of her (Fanny’s) birthday Wo would plnv nicely, 
sho said, also cook, but this lime real chocolate, 
which could bo drunk too *' Aunt ” Beuda had 
presented her with a very prettily blue streaked littlo 
JIcisBcn tea set ns n birthday gift, and Iicr mother 
had added to it a whole enko of chocolate 

“ \\ ill Aunt Bcudo dnuk with us ? ’ I aBkcnl, with 
beating heart 

“ She mil also cook mth u% Linchf » ‘^hp lias 
promised mo, and sht keeps her wonl 

So then I went one nftimoon, wtanng my fin«t 
white dres with nturc Ixrws, a blue silt rihhoa 
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wound round my fair curls, with my most graceful 
Beuda-steps, to Glockner’s. I earned a magnificent 
bouquet of roses as a gift — did not my Beuda loy-^ 
above all other flowers, young blooming roses ? — and 
a charming set of dominoes which my uncle Ober- 
amtmanu Becker, of Stetterberg near Brunswick, 
had sent me for my own last birthday. 

How will Amalie Beuda treat you ? Will she 
indeed grow a very little fond of you ? Will she 
permit you to love her ? Such were my anxious and 
yet cheering thoughts on my way there. 

With a loud-beating heart I entered Glockner’s 
parlour. I and my presents were bailed with great 
]oy by Fanny and her younger sister. Beuda was 
not there yet. 

Frau Glockner was a good, simple, honest house- 
wife, who lived entirely for her children and for her 
lafge household, plain and simple also m her ap- 
pearance. Her husband, on the other hand, was a 
strikingly handsome man, tall and stately, frisk apd 
fair, and still youthful in his appearance and bear- 
ing. His large blue eyes had a peculiar electric 
glare, apparently coming up from the very depth of 
his heart Even to this day I should believe, if the 
fire of these beautiful deep sky-blue eyes were to 
meet mine for the first time, that he had a grept 
lofty soul — a great noble heart I 

And now Amalie Beuda also entered the room. 


2U JlEifOrJiS OF I:AROZ/^T FAl/ER 

Sbe ‘WAS dressed all in white, without a coloured 
how, without glittering ornaments Into her locks 
fihe had put a fresh white rose half opened, the cup 
of which was glowing in soft pink. 

Breathless, with large wondering ojcs, I stood 
over against her All the fine phrases I had learned 
at the dancing lesson I had totally forgotten at this 
moment. I scarcely felt that tears entered my oves 
What IS the matter with you, Lmchon ? Ton 
are not bashful os a rule, you know," inquired 
Fanny 

** How wondorfullyboautifnl she is — like n fnirr — 
like an angel of heaven I ' I said, as it wore, from 
the very bottom of my heart 

The Glooknors laughed at my outburst of admira 
tion loudly and merrily TTorr Glockncr saying jo'it* 
inglv, “ There, Miss xVmnlio there you have another 
declaration of love in duo form It is a pity tUnt 
Linchcn is not a young Mr Bauer '* And then 
ho again laughed loudly and clearly, mother and 
daughter joining him memly 

All this vexed mo much, nnd big tears droppe^l 
from my tves from pain nnd slnmo 

Amoho Bi uOa did not laugh AtllorrrihfCknrrs 
rude jc<t nnd laughter shi hludjiMl all over, nnd a 
shadow pa^'^ctl onr her eye’* Dnl she wi h to hi 1'' 
lilts from piKsple wlio did not undt ntsad it r 
put her delicate, white hands around my h* sd, 
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deep down to me, drew me to lier, and kissed me 
upon my golden locks and my pure, innocent, cliild- 
like brow, saying softly and lovingly — 

“ Child, we are old friends ! I have often seen 
you here from the window, on my walks, and in the 
theatre, and well remarked that you love me , and 
I very well understand such a little, enthusiastic, 
loving child’s heart. When quite a little, innocent 
girl, I, too, used to stand charmed and radiant at 
the side-scenes, when I had to play the part of a 
child in Berlin under Iffland’s guidance, and would 
look longingly into the blue eyes of Luise Fleck and 
listen to her wonderful, bewitching voice ; and then 
when she, in passing, stroked my glowing cheeks 
and curly locks, then I was happy indeed ” 

“ Oh, if I might love you ! ” I exclaimed, my 
heart overflowing, and I threw myself, loudly sob- 
bing, on her breast. 

She drew her arms firmly around me, and kissing 
the tears ofi my eyes, whispered mto ray ear, 
warmly, touchingly — 

“Yes, child, we will love each other — dearly, 
from the very heart. ... I, too, have a heart that 
loves, and requires to be loved.” 

The others stood by embarrassed, as if they did 
not know what to say of this scene. Herr Griockner 
walked to the window with a sneer, drumming the 
Dessau march on the panes. 
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Then Amahe Benda aet n game a going, playing' 
Tnth UB children like a child 

Since that day I iras often — latterly dailr — with 
my new friend It was so nice in her little room, 
BO quiet and bo coay On the window sill fragrant 
rosea and noletB were blooming, and hyacinths and 
geraninma Large leaved ivy grew np on the walls, 
entwining a bird's cage, in which cananes were 
Binging and nesting Amalie Benda sat at the 
window behind her flowers working ingonions 
flowers on the canvas , and I aat upon a atool at 
her feet, doing some light work I had learned from 
her I listened to her sweet, end voice when she 
told mo stones, sang little songs with gentle voice, 
or instructed me 

It would make mo happy indeed when she, md 
mg aloud, repeated an old play, or committed to 
mimory a now one Ilappior atill when I was 
allowed to hear her parts, and she, walking up and 
down the room, recited them nnd, earned ntray by 
her onthnsmsra, played whole scenes — no, livcil 
them ns on the stage at night 

And nevt, I, too, was allowed to learn hy lirirl 
Schiller's ballads nnd somo soliloquies, and ncili 
them to the giant artiste, nnd she cxplalur-l to mo 
llicir purport and form, nnd ndviood mo ns t<> leno 
and gestures hen she pmisisl mo I wns rn- 
raptured 
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Wlieu I confided to lier my ardent longing to be 
an actress too, she looked at me sadly, saying, in a 
melancholy voice — 

“ Child, don’t for my sake! There is no happi- 
ness and blessing upon those shimmering boards ; 
they are deceitful and slippery, and it requires a 
steady foot and a firm character, and an unselfish 
heart without vanity, m order not to slip upon their 
glossy surface and to fall, alas ! too often — 
never to rise again. But I know, at the same 
time, that no entreaties or warning avail ‘ Forbid 
the silkworm to spin 1 ’ says the great discerner of 
men and hearts, Goethe, in his ‘Tasso.’ Nobody 
can escape his fate — and the impulses of the heart ^ 
Would that God may be gracious to you, guard and 
protect you, and make you happier than your poor 
Amalie ” 

I heard those words at that time without com- 
prehendmg them. That is the paradise of a child’s 
innocence. And later, when I comprehended them, 
it was too late The paradise lay behind me, and 
the angel with the flaming sword kept watch at the 
gate. Nobody yet who once forsook it durst return 
to it 

Also in her walks, and when she made her modest 
purchases, I used to accompany the adored artiste, 
and was not a little proud of it In the shops it 

I 

struck me how nice she was in the trying and buying 
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of such things as shoes and gloves. She would have 
everything elegantly finished and to fit ovaotly 
"WTien she noticed ray wondering siirpnso, she smd, 
with a snd smile, ** That was tho only luxury which 
my late beloved mother indulged in for horsoU 
and her danglitors in spito of our indigence And 
80 it has become a habit with mo — nay, a necessity 
Shall I bo permitted to enjoy tins luxury to the end 
of my life P"’ 

lly mother felt bcartfly thankful to tho umver 
sally esteemed and beloved actress, whoso reputa 
tion was without a blemish, that she BiifTcrcd lior 
httlo volatile Lmchen about her person for through 
tho intercourse with her I lost what was wanton, 
boyjsh, and uncouth in roy conduct— a rchc of tho 
constant contact with my wild brothers I becamo 
more gontlo and maiden like, more orderly in my 
dress, moro diligent at school and at the Imrpsi 
choid Moreover, I spoke with more rcfincuiont 
than was tho custom among tho Karlimhe young 


If, nc\crtlulcs*< growing warm m my 


talk, I utttrcil sometimes n fuw gcnuim Swnhian 


sh sounds or if I had some childMli wlmn, rny 


mother only no(.de<l to saj, ** I im if A niilu Ih uiln 
paw \ou — heard jou so!'— and I fill niinim 1 and 


mended mv wnjs 


And then followed iho temhle catn’^troph^ which 
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almost broke my heart — my poor, innocent little 
heart, -which now for the first time was to awaken 
under the tree of knowledge. 

It was in the beginning of the winter ISIG-ISI'Z. 
Snow lay upon the streets and trees, and the theatre 
pleasantly whiled away the long evenings of the 
people of Karlsruhe One Saturday afternoon I 
went, as usual, to the house of Amalie Benda, as 
there was no performance that night I found her 
unusually excited, with a book in her hand. She 
at once told me — 

“ Lmchen, I have got a new interesting part to 
play — Goethe’s ' Stella.’ I have not read the play 
for some time, nor seen it acted since I left Berlin. 
We will read it together just now.” 

So she read the whole play — as was her custom, 
aloud, with due attention to elocution — before she 
began the intellectual study and psychological 
analysis of her part She read with ever increasing 
emotion — ever more pathetic — more glowing . . . 

Her whole heart lay in the words — 

“ And why shall I not love ? I need much, 
much to fill this heart ! Much ? Poor Stella ! 
Much ? Formerly, as he loved thee still, was yet 
lying m thy lap, his look filled thy whole soul ; and 
— oh God in heaven ! Inscrutable are Thy decrees. 
When I from his kisses turned my eyes up to Thee, 
when my heart glowed on his, and with quivering 
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Ups I imbibed bis great soul, then looking \nth 
tears of ecstasy up to Tbeo, saying from tho bottom 
of my heart l/et ns remain happy. Father! Thou 
hast made us So happy I It was not Thy will I ” 
Mj Benda cold hearted ? No, on tho contrary 
Her heart was a burning fiamo — a fooling of tho 
freshest, purest humanity I 

And then the scene botTroon Stella, tho loror, and 
Cacilio, tho lavrf ul wifo — 

** A thousand years of tears and pams could not 
ontwoigh tho delight of tho first looks, of tho 
trembling, Btararaonng, approaching, witlidrawing 
— oven of oblivion— tho first floetiog, Cory kiss, and 
tho first calmly breithmg ombmeo Oh, tnon I 
men I They make us happy and raisomblo I With 
tvhat anticipations of happiness they fill our heart I 
Wlmt now unknown feelings and hopes swtU our 
soub when thoir violent passion coininunicntos itsolf 
to every nervoof ours I Hoir often Ims everything 
trembled and vibntted about mo wlion ho poured 
out in passionate tears iho sorrows of a world on 
my bosom 1 I asked him for God s sake to spare 
him«clf — rao ! In vam I To tho very marrow of 
my bones ho kindled m mo the fi lines winch rag‘'<l 
through him And so tho maiden b -camo from tho 
head to tho soles of her fett all heart, nil feehng' 
The e wen) not more words, tlnywtroin Vm^lm 
Bcuda’s mouth drops of her hvart blood I 
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Stella’s monologue was all but drowned in her 
sobs ; she who had learned that ber beloved Fernando 
had a wife and children living, and who will now 
flee before him, flee before her own luckless, guiltj, 
loving heart. . . . 

“I mustl I will forth into the wide world I 
' Whither ? ah whither ? Banished from Thj crea- 
tion ? from the spot where all the treasures of mj 
hfe, every happy reminiscence, i-s kept ? . . To be 

banished ! You are dull I Thank God 1 You’re 
bereft of your mind ; your brains are a waste ; you 
cannot conceive the thought. To be banished I 
You would go mad ! Well! — oh, my head turns! 

I am giddy I Farewell ! Farewell ? Never to 
meet again ? There is a ghastliness m the thought . 
Never to meet again ! Away ! Stella ! . . Oh, 
would that I were without thoughts ! that I gave 
up my life in a deep sleep, in passionate tears ! 
That is and will be You are wretched 1 Ha ! 
Fernando ! when you came up to me and my heart 
leaped towards you, did you not feel ray trust in 
your faith, in your goodness ^ Did you not feel 
what sanctuary opened for you when my heart 
unbosomed itself to you ? And you did not shrink 
back from me? The ground did not swallow you 
up ? You did not flee ? You could thus pluck my 
innocence, my happiness, my life for a pastime, and. 
— pluck them to pieces to scatter them thoughtlessly 
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"bj the roadside? My youth! My goldea 
■days I It "sras your look that humed mo to 

destruction I I hato you I Oh, my holovod I 

In vain, in vain i ” 

And It was a mournful, slow faltonng of tho 
voice — of tho wholo annihilated oxistonco — as it 
dropped faint, weary, almost soundless, over 
Amnhbs Ivpa — 

aro at tho goal! Go you, then, to him 
to nhora you lielong Iteceivo bis last sigh — bis 
last breath! Ho is your spouso Away! 

Away! Giro mo peace! Tho wings of loro nro 
maimod — tlioy do not bear mo away to him 
And I dm alono ** 

She eat thcro liko ono dead, ni^id and motionless 
No sijjh hcaied her breast, oven the tear on her 
checks stood still 

n<ivr long sho sat thus, her hands l)mg wcnnly 
in her lap, her wide-opened c^cs fixed and Miennt, 

I do not know I was myself williout Ihoiiglit and 
will, njtli anguish and pain I Imd sank down 
lunr tho ivy box, my linnds con\ ulsivcl) joinc<l 
in piajor, in) eiycs liirneHl in ni);^ui^h and (error 
upon tlio unlnpp) girl I would fun lunn nep* 
nluud, but I could not utter a sound \t ia^t n 
phnll sigh aro«c painful!) from Inr linnet if 
sonn thing Imd broki ii in it and from a strange 
voice, the 0 words softi) reached tny vir— 
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“ Fedor, you are revenged ! I have thrust away 
from me your true’^heart, your rich genius, your 
great soul into death, because your poor body was 
not fair enough to satisfy the desire of my eyes for 
beauty . . . And now it is my curse to love with 
a consuming passion a beautiful body — a body 
without genius, without soul, without heart . . 
and the husband of another woman I . . . Thou, 
Stella, hast revealed to me, with awful reality, on 
what a dreadful abyss I stand without Jiope ’ There 
is no deliverance for me — none ’ But Stella has 
shown me the way that I may not carry down with 
me into the abyss of guilt, that swallows up every- 
thing, this house, that was opened to me full of 
trust . . . How says Stella ? I must ^ I will 
forth into the wide world ! Whither * Ah 1 
whither ^ . Away, Stella I . For me there 

IS no abiding ! . . . I am done 1 . . . And I die 
alone ' ” 

Then the spell that held me was gone. Weeping 
aloud, I sprang up and clung with passionate 
fervour to the neck of my unhappy friend For 
though I could not at that time entirely compre- 
hend the whole of her sorrow — and also her guilt — 
with my innocent little child’s heart, yet I saw and 
felt that Amalie was unhappy — -^that she suffered 
unspeakably. 

“ Child, you here yet ? I had entirely forgotten 




254 


?fE3rOISS OF KAKOlfFE BAUEfi 


yon And you have heard things -which arc not 
fit for your yonth, for yoar innocence ‘Wonld that 
you never learned to understand them Forgive 
me and foi^et I ” 

“No, you shall not die alone— I shall die with 
yon 1 '* I oned passionately 

“And your mother — ^your brothers? But all this 
you know was not meant senously — ^you know that 
it la only my part which I thus roalirod raontally 
and acted It is not I that dio alone, but Gootho’s 
Stella Oh, let mo once play it on the stage, I 
will make it the best of all ray chamotors And 
now go downstairs to jom Fanny, nnd play together 
nicely and momly But, Linohon, you will 

toll nobody what you saw and hoard hero just now 
— not as long as 1 live ? Agreed I know that you 
arc my dear sweet child But now leave mo 
alone witli mv now port, tlipt you inny soon bo able 
to hoar rao in it But weep no more, firtatho 

on vour luiDdlcrchief ond press it upon youreyts 
that nobody may see that you wept To-tnorrow 
afternoon wo will go to the ice, dnnk hot punch 
and cat fnltrrs, nnd, oh I bo very merry And 
now give me a kiss, and nl! is right again ** 

All this slie, who was always ro gentio nnd qun’t, 
said With a fo\cr^sh Iin*t< , an 1 then h\ir^ my 

lilth cloak around ino and abnont jju^he<l »nv out 
of tho room. And when she kn-'i'd mv Iht bp' wem 
icy cold. 
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I did not go downstairs to plaj with Fanny 
Grlockner. I ran to the castle-park, where it was 
lonely, and where T was able to seek relief in tears 
— my gloomy, anxious woe ! And at night I wept 
myself to sleep 1 

But children’s tears dry fast The ram-drops 
soon vanish from the flowers under the kiss of the 
warm sun of spring. And Amalie Benda endea- 
voured to be always cheerful with me But I was 
mot permitted to hear her in the part of Stella, nor 
ever to speak with her about it. She said . “That is 
not fit for children.” And she was paler still than 
she used to be, and a dry cough troubled her. 

The Stella-evening arrived. I was drawn into 
the theatre by a strange, infatuating power. I 
believe that I should have died had my mother 
yirevented me from going. 

Never had Amalie Beuda played thus I She 
virtually breathed out her very life-blood on the 
stage m the character of Stella. The whole house 
vibrated in sobs. . . . “ And I die alone 1 ” Was 
that a delusive height of realization in the most 
realistic play of an actress ? No, that was terrible 
Teality ! . . . Her heart was convulsed. She had 
to be carried off the stage like one dead. For a 
long time she lay so fll that even I was not per- 
mitted to see her. 

Frau Glockner nursed her like a sister. The 
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eyes of the good lady were always bathed la tears 
when she spoke of our poor sick angel There 
were none but dull, sad faces to be seen in the 
house Even the easy master of the house, spoiled 
with the comfort of life, walked about quietly 
and thoughtfully Did his conscience speak the 
louder ? 

The report soon gained ground that Amalie 
Beuda had retired from the stage on account of ill 
health She never again walked these boards, 
upon which she had attained her highest successes 
as an actress I never m all my stage expenonco 
saw that most perfect Stella played again When 
I, ID later years, played the character of Stella 
myself I felt only too well how far my Stella was 
removed from hers 

Soon after Chnatmas I clung for the last time 
weeping to the neck of my adored idoh I thought 
I should die of woo when the mail sleigh drove up 
to the door, and the dear sweet, sad faco nodded to 
me, 80 pale and mournfully And then all Lad 

vanished in the snow storm around the nearest 
comer for ever 1 

Tears after, I learned from RahoVs corrospon 
denco that the people of Karlsruhe had no idea 
why Amalie Beuda, tho celebrated favourite of llio 
stage, had left. Babel, who at that time lived 
with Vomhagen, who was then resident minister in 
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Karlsruhe, writes to her “very good friend,” 
Karohne von Woltmann, Prague, on the 7th of 
January, 1817 : — 

“ I beg to recommend to you Mdlle. Beuda, who 
goes to Prague as actress, having left here owing to 

a cabal. She is our towns-woman of Berlin. Since 

« 

I have been a fugitive and stranger, I am fond ,of 
receiving and recommending every stranger. She 
deserves it ,* she is well brohght up, good. Be kind 
to her, advise her m everything — in small matters — 
it will do her a world of good ! She was quite at 
home here, and a great favourite; she does not 
look her best at present. Her talent will soon ap- 
pear in her acting. . . .” 

51^ * * * 

The beautiful, amiable artiste, Amalie Beuda, at 
first continued for some time to be a common 
subject of conversation in Karlsruhe, and those who 
succeeded her m her parts, Mdlle. Demmer and 
Mad. Neumann, had hard, up-hill work with the 
public. But the saying of the French Les absents 
ont tort ! was to come true here too. The sad pale 
image of the unhappy Amalie Beuda gradually 
faded more and more before the life-like fiery 
representation of her beautiful and talented suc- 
cessor. 

Only in my heart it continues to live — in its pristine 
lovehness and love, purity and beaming greatness — 
VOL. ni. 
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up to this day And yet even I received from the 
dear one only two affectionate billets from Pragne. 
After that my letters were returned — “ not to be 
found ’ 

Tears after, when I — following my &te, despite 
the waminga oE that unhappy fnend of my youth — 
had already trodden those dangerous boards, I read 
in a theatrical journal that Mdlle Beuda could not 
carry out her engagements in Mhnioh owing to ill 
ness An attempt to follow up this trace remained 
without result 

Again, years went by in which I heard nothmg 
of Amahe Beuda. However often upon my profes- 
sional tours, I inquired of wandenng brother artistes 
or of managers about the artiste— nobody knew 
about her She had disappeared. Was she 
atdH ahveP 

Only in the summer of 1826, when I, then a 
Oourt^aotresa at Berlin, saw Karlsruhe again, and 
called on Frau Gldokner, I learned the tragic end 
of my poor Stella. 

She had no longer found peace on any stago— 
with the luckless passion in her heart. And then 
her strength was exhausted For a few years moro 
she had dragged on her wretched, joyless oxistonoo, 
now with this, now with that, wandenng troupe. 

In Balzbnrg, she had broken down, sick unto death 
— without friends, without moans Tlic hospital of 
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St. Sebastian had received the homeless comedienne. 
There she had died and there she lay buried. 

“ She asked my pardon in a parting letter which 
she wrote on her death-bed,” Frau Glockner con- 
cluded her simple narrative, tears in her eyes. “ T 
had nothing to forgive her. She died pure and 
innocent, like an angel. I am indebted to her for 
the sacrifice which she brought to me and my 
children — to the peace and tranquillity of my 
house. She had it in her power to make me very 
unhappy, had she not had such a great self-denying 
heart. So she sacrificed herself and went unto 
death.” 

“Fulfilling Stella’s parting words!” I cried, 
deeply touched : “ ‘ And I die alone ! ’ ” 

After that, I also saw the man for whose sake 
my poor Stella had died so tragically — stout, rosy- 
cheeked, radiant in the easy enjoyment of life, satis- 
fied with himself and with the world 

He reminded me of the passage in Stella : “ Oh, 
men * men J They make us happy and miserable ! 
With what anticipations of happiness they fill our 
heart I What new unknown feelings and hopes 
swell our soul when their violent passion communi- 
cates itself to every nerve of ours ” 

But also of this : “ Oh, poor weak, mysterious 
heart of a woman — with its depths and shallows 1 ” 
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How I longed to have it in my power to visit the^ 
grave oi my poor Stella, and to hear of her last 
Buffenngfl 1 This I was only permitted to do in the 
summer of 18&4(, on my great professional tour after 
my engagement in St Petersburg I had played m 
Yienna, m Grate, and Linte That old grave, perhaps 
long forgotten, drew me to Salzburg 

I had hardly arrived m the quaint old town with 
ita many monaatenea when I hastened to the hos 
pital of Sh Sebastian It is situated on the way to 
the Kapnmierberg There was Divine service m 
the ohapel at the time I knelt down among all 
those poor, decayed old men and women, and there 
arose before my eyes the image of my unfortunate 
Stella IE all the splendoar of beauty and youth 
Mass being over, I mournfully inquired among the 
old matrons if none could give me information 
about my fnend, Amalie Beuda, who had died and 
was buned here mne year* ago DaU and m 

different, they shook their withered heads One of 
them naked with an idiotio-ounnmg smile flow 
such a finely-dressed lady came to look hero — in the 
hospital — for a friend P 

At last, an old, little woman was found who rc 
membered “Oh/ she said, “that must surely 
have been the boautiful comedienne with the long 
black lixikB and the largo, dark eyes, who prored bo 
quiet and pitiont in her sovoro suffonngs, and who 
died 80 piously and bo gladly ** Her own bod, the 
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old (lame ‘^aid, lind stood beside that of tlie 
slrmigcr, ns llio others had refused to sleep beside a 
God-forsaken eomcdicnnc. Aiid3'et. (hey might have 
learned fiom this Ner\ coniedienno the pict}’’ of God, 
and luimibt}* She (the old voman) had also closed 

her e\cs after deatli. 

* 

I icfpK'stcd the old dame to take me to the grave 
of m3 fiiend The others remarked: “Who could 
m.inago to find it among a hundred of similar 
gra\cs and crosses?” But m3" good old voman 
knew it “ For,’’ she said, “I al\\a3S, on All-Souls’ 
IDa3-, otTer a consecrated taper and vroath to the 
soul of the poor comedienne, who had none upon 
earth but me, and sa3' thiee patcr-nosters and ave- 
Marias. An3" poor soul will bo the bettor for them.” 

In the vestibule of the church the old mother 
showed to me with pride the sepulchre of the 
famous Dr. Theophiastus Bombastus Paracelsus, of 
Hohonhcim, and along the vail of the cemetery 
proud famil3'^ tombs, in which there stood heaped up, 
in tavdr3’' tinsel cases, skull upon skull, the names 
the}’^ bore in life wiitten upon their glossy bare 
brow . . A ghastly memento mori / These resting 
places of riches and pomp we left behind us, and 
entered the death quaiters of the poor and miser- 
able. There you saw long rows of narrow low 
graves with tiny black crosses, like children’s 
graves To the poor even the last resting place on 
eartb is measured out scantily I The old woman 
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Stood still in front of one of these bare, downfallen 
little mounds, upon whioh there is not even room 
for rose bush or a tree of bfe, and said “ Here lies 
the poor comedienne 1 That vrreath I brought for 
her last All Souls Day Wind and ram and snow- 
have not left muoh of it. If I am in life next All 
Souls’ Day, and have three coppers in my pocket, 
she shall have a new wreath ” 

I gave the old woman a gold piece that she might 
bring also from me a httle -wreath and taper, and 
desired to be left alone 

Thus I knelt by the monnd under which my 
poor Stella rested from her Inokless earthly love 
and earthly sorrow, which she had borne so nobly 
and qnietly Dpon the httle cross -with tho bare 
frame, upon which some soUtnry withered twigs of 
box were sadly trembling in the sun, I hnng 
a full laurel crown which I had received in Qrfita — 
as Stella — with SteUa's last words “ And I die 
alone 1 " 

My thoughts lingered -with tho dead, m those long 
bygone days of my sunny, innocent childhood 
long 1 long I My tears did not flow only for Stellas 
lonely death, they flowed alill more abundantly for 
what I had lived through and lost since those days 
of chndbood I could have onvied Stella her 

lonesome, guiltless death 

■WTio will kneel thua by my grave one day ? 

No ono I 
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The Two Constances 

Youth, oli liow far, liov7 far away ! And yet the' 
heart of the old matron with the silvery hair opens 
as a flower does in spring when I recall to mind 
the distant blooming time of youth among my 
happy playmates ... in yonder boarding-school 
on the Keacbatel lake I But the eye weeps when 
there arise before it the images of three charming 
sweet maidens whom my heart loved above all 
others at that time, and who . . . But let us begm 
at the beginning. 

I was now thirteen, having lived till then with, 
the best of all mo thers in the beautiful quiet Karls- 
ruhe. My brother had been preparing for his 
commercial career m the institute in Keuchatel for 
the last twelve months, especially in modern lan- 
guages. I was to come out as a governess. Thus 
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it Iiad been resolved in the family connci], withont 
my having been oonsnlted very mnoh That ivas 
the beat kind of provision that conld be made for 
the poor fatherless offieer^a daughter Alas, for 
my golden dreams of happiness and fame upon the 
beloved boards 1 

All gone-— gone I Dnnng the Easter vacation of 
1820 my brother Louia Bauer came from N’euoh&tel 
on a visit to Karlsruhe, and took me away vnth him 
to Smtserland in order that the future goxemeas 
might perfect herself lo French conversation 

It i7fta a sad nde "which we had in the jolting 
mail coach tbroagh the beautiful lands of Baden in 
the first budding of glorious spnug 

“Was not it the first separation from home, from 
the most loving heart of a mother ? Only in Basel 
I wus able to laugh again right heartily and ohildhko 
about the comio LoIIokODig, that shockingly ugly 
chubby cheeked head beneath the old clock of the 
Bhine bndgo The LallekOnig was counoctod 
with the work of the clock it stretched out its long 
red tongue every mmuto, accompanying it by move- 
ments of its round, projectmgfrog like eyes And I— 
forgetting that I was to bo a sedate old govorncss— 

I imitated the old, droll Iiallokonig very success- 
fully, and when the thought of homo with its tears 
threatened to como over mo again, my brother 
Louis only had to say “ Lino, how docs the Lille 
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konig do ? ” and we joined in laughter, like happy 
children. 

And then I saw for the first time the gleam of the 
snow-coYcred Alps shmiug upon me out of the 
sunny spring air, beckoning me, and this glorious 
sight was now soou to be daily before my eyes. 
And nearer, more radiant, more gigantic, as if 
storming the heavens, the pioud, bold peaks of 
the Alps were towering in the rosy evening sky 
behind a wide, glittering surface of water ; from the 
Bernese snow mountains even to Mont Blanc and 
Monte Eosa, one shimmering row of everlasting 
glaciers W e had arrived in my new home, at the 
lake of iiN’euchatel. 

Brother Louis explained everything to me : 
“ Yonder in the grreen nook of the lake stands St. 
Blaise with its grey chapel. . . Alas I if anybody 
had told me on that day that years after I should 
shed in the shadow of this peaceful little church the 
bitterest tears of my life ! . . Poor, sweet Virgmie ! 

“ Over yonder beckon the towers and the castle 
of Neuchatel , the white house with its high-pointed 
gable-roof is my boarding-school Droz . and 
here, Linchen, is your Haute-Rive. . . Driver, 
stop at the grey house , that is the ‘ Institwt Quyotl ” 

We stopped in front of a large gloomy house of 
massive stone walls and trelhsed windows with 
-enormous threatemng chimneys, blackened by 
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Bmoke, BUiTOunded by bigb -wallfl It bad formerly 
been a cloister How dismally loud the gate-bell 
rang under brother Lome’s hand 1 We entered a 
wide court-yard, with green turf and a huge old 
walnut tree whose young leaves filled the balmy air 
with fragranoe This was the play ground, and 
just then on this lovely spntig evening, and 
generally during play hours, the whole sohool was 
assembled here 

Madame Guyot, a venerable old lady, dressed in 
brown silk smiling at me "mth kind bright eves 
nnder a large white puffed cap, looked me at once 
on a most motherly way m her arms, dned the tears 
that were breaking out again on my cheeks, and 
said in French ** If you are good, kind, and 
diligent, my dear little Lma, we shall be very 
fond of you ” But, alas, from henceforth I was to 
be loved only m French I How very differently^ 
though, sounded the German love of ray far away 
little mother which echoed so much, much more 
heartily in my poor timid little heart! 

Two grown up daughters stood bosido thoir 
mother— beautiful black bnired Oouatance and 
gentle Bhse They kissed mo very kindly In 
the background there wore watching oightoon 
girlish faces of from ton to sixteen years, cunous 
to meet the now school fellow Also my hondsomo 
brother Louis received hw share of thoir attention 
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He obtained permission from mere Gruyofc to visit 
me sometimes on Sundays. Then he drove on to 
Neuchatel. I was in the boarding-school alone — 
all alone I 

Constance Guyot took me by the hand and in- 
troduced me to the other boarders. Among them 
a lovely girl of my own age at once attracted my 
attention ; she had a rosy angelic face, light brown 
hair in natural curls, large soft eyes like those of a 
roe, and a sweet fresh mouth. My Yirginie, soon 
BO tenderly to be loved 1 Whilst some pale English 
young ladies with dim fish-eyes were haughtily 
scanning my toilette^ and passing remarks about my 
broken French, and a big heavy Bernese who was 
past sixteen, and was still to learn manners at 
Madame Guyot’s, was pumping me with loquacious 
curiosity about my mother, my brother Louis, my 
dresses, my pocket-money, and a hundred other 
things, Yirginie tenderly placed her arm around 
my waist, saying gently : “ Come, Lina, I will show 
you our play-grounds, the hens and doves, my little 
garden m which crocus and noble liver- wort are in 
flower already, and the violets bave large buds, 
you may, I allow you, pluck some of them every 
day and pm them in an ivy-leaf on your breast, as I 
have seen Mdlle. Constance do — afterwards I shall 
help you to unpack your things and arrange them 
in your chest of drawers; and on Sunday I shall 
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request Madame to allow you to go with me to my 
dear motter, who lives below yonder in St Blaise — 
nnd we will be very fond of you, Lino* *’ 

Thus I was installed in a ** boarding sobool I ” 
Thanks to my light heart, and to my yonthfnl 
hilanty and liveliness, I had soon aooustomed 
myself to the new, checkered life of the Guyot 
Institute, 

Madame Guyot conducted her institute splendidly, 
with great kindness and much oircumspeotion The 
some matema] provision was mode for developing 
the faculties of the mmd and heart and of a healthy 
body, and for teaching ladylike manners The two 
daughters seconded their moth^ s efforts faithfnlly 
Gentle Elise was our good, beloved little housewife. 
She taught us femimne work, watched over our presses 
and ioxlett^, and along with her mother managed the 
large household Beautiful clever Constance was 
the soul of the school and of society Some pro- 
fessors of NeuoWltel gave us lessons too , hut she 
was mistress of the most elegant French converse 
tion, of recitation, deportment, and dancing Tou 
could not imagine anything more gmooful, and at 
the same time grander and more imposing, than 
Constance Guyot, with her shming black curls, 
dark beaming eyes, classic foaturoa, and soft 
brownish complexion I She was almost os beautiful 
ns my beloved lost Amaho Benda 
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Daily, in every weather, we took long walks 
' under Constance’s guidance, along the lake, or up 
into the wild mountains, and visited for our infor- 
mation the workshops of the watchmakers, and the 
poor pale lacemakers. We liked to rest then under 
the hoary linden trees of the lofty terrace of the 
castle in Neuch^tel, which was still a Prussian 
province, and used to look down upon the wide 
expanse of the shining lake, and with greater plea- 
sure still we noticed that the Prussian uniforms 
were staring at our beautiful Constance, and even 
could spare a few friendly searching looks for us 
young girls. We felt rather more at ease — I might 
say more grown-up, and more in our own sphere 
when we met in our walks the “ pension Droz,” 
and other institutes for boys ; we then kindled up 
bashfully. Soon each one had her beau — par 
distance ^ Even our plain Bernese, with her strange 
button-nose — we used to call her Vourse (she-bear), 
owing to her awkward manners — confided to me one 
evening in going to bed that tall Tschudi — «a school- 
fellow of Louis, and probably afterwards the 
author of so many guides in Switzerland — was 
always smiling at her very particularly, and that 
she loved him awfully. I had, quite unnecessarily, 
two admirers — two fair twin-brothers. The presence 
of my brother Louis during this youthful courtship 
gave a certain amount of security to my httle heart. 
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Afl he saluted Mdlle ConstaDce and her little 
ohiokens, so we too wehe on bowing terms with the 
other young gentlemen, but what made us happier 
fltiU, we were allowed to dance with them on special 
festive ocoasions 

It appeared on one occasion that this nearly led 
to bloodshed I Two of tbe oldest popils of the 
pension Droz found themselves so full of rivalry in 
their adoration of Virgmie that they fought a real 
dueL Some slight scratches, however, cured them 
of their fury What a sensation that caused in our 
house I And how much Virgime was envied by 
the rest of ns for such fiery admirers I 

The daily walks and the refreshing baths in the 
lake dunng the summer brought os blooming 
cheeks cheerful hearts, but also tbe healthiest 
appetite. And despite all her natural kindness, 
Mdlle Elise would cook -rcry Bcantv portions for 
UB Mdlle Constance averted that much eating 
was vulgar, and that it destroyed complexion, figure 
and gracefulness ( Ah, how we did envy ”Dro*,” 
where — as we knew through Louis — there was bread 
d dxscr^lton As for us, wo got a small morsel of 
bread cot up for us, and tho potatoes wore counted 
out to us Thus it was common onoagb to seo 
little bands of pilferers invade tho kitchen to seo if 
a handful of cold potatoes could not bo snatched 
Later on in autumn, when tho walnuts nponed, 
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tliere arose a perfect emulation m rising, just for 
the sake of the delicious nut which might perhaps 
have fallen during the night. 

Brother Louis, however, has honestly helped me 
over many a, barking hunger. Every 'Wednesday 
and Saturday I walked with my music to hfeuchdtel 
to take lessons on the harpsichord, from Professor 
Kilchenstein. Then Louis and 1 always had a 
rendezvous under the linden-trees of the castle- 
terrace, and never did the good brother come with 
empty pockets. A very grateful heart prompted 
me at that time to write home thus : “ Ah, dear 
mother, how should I fare if Loms did not help me 
in my distress with lumps of bread, roast goose, 
and some blacking ? ” Yes, we had even to brush 
our own shoes 1 But I shared the lumps of bread, 
the goose, and blacking faithfully with my beloved 
Yirgmie, who was my bed-neighbour m the dormi- 
tory. When the others had fallen asleep at night 
we would be gnawing at our hard lumps of bread, 
a,nd be spinning together golden dreams of times to 
come Yirgmie was to marry brother Louis, I was 
to hve with them as old maid to the end of my life, 
and we were to establish together on the Neuchatel 
lake the Institut Bauer,” and give bread d dis- 
cretion and play comedy at least twelve times a 
year, whilst at Madame Gruyot’s we only might play 
one paltry time and . . . 
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** Ne habxllez done pas iotyours / ’ suddenly cned 
Mifls Encore, on mj other side and Mdlle Ehse ad 
monislied, “ Taxsez vom ! BtUnce, Mesdames^ ccuehet f 
couchezf” 

Mib 8 Encore I Hour vividly I picture her lanV, 
thin, and angular, that little English girl with the 
long hands and feet, and the long pale face, and the 
ash-coloured tresses, and the cool light-blue eyes 
— as she appeared m our midst for the first tame at 
table Her mother had brought Ursme to the 
boarding school that morning pnorto her talcing up 
her residence m the East Indies for some years , her 
father was an officer there, and, as they parted, both 
wept so very much that I thought, * The poor little 
girl will not be able to take her dinner for gnef 
What a pity 1 for we have to-day such a dehoious 
piece of roost veal as we have not had for a long 
time ” But m a tnee Ursine had emptied 
her plate, and sans fafon stretching it to Madamo 
Quyot she calmly said, as if it wore a matter of 
course, * Encore / ” — without adding, “ s il voue 
plait, Madame,' which we hod been bo successfully 
taught to say 

Our littlo wondering oyes told of our aurpnso at 
this boldness, and wo exchanged certain robollious 
lool^ when Madame put onotUor small morsel of 
roast meat upon the pinto of the now-corocr 

But two minutes later tho empty pinto was up 
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ngniii, niu] for lli<‘ ‘■(‘cond tune we licard tlic moiio- 
fonou‘< “ Jlncou^ 

Snell a thing h ul never been heaid of before, as 
long ns the In^'tiint Ginot- liad cxibted Knives and 

V. » 

folks djopped fjoni onr hands, and in disniaj^ n e 
staled no\\ at, tlie shameless Uisinc, now at the 
long face of !Madanie, now at thcgeneial disina}' . . . 
And \\hat will ^ladainc do? Will she send the 
3onng Kngli'-h lad} away fiom the table into the 
penal looin to copy foni-and-tw ent} iricguhevb? 
Will che 

Oh, wonder' The Institiit Gnyot stands on 
its last legs! ]\radanie, with gloomy mien and 
trembling cai ving-fork, places on Ursine’s plate a 
nioi'^el of least meat for the thud time. That plate 
was now the sole object of onr attention — and after 
two bites, empty again — for the fourth time How 
was it that the ceiling did not come down at sucli 
an outrage Uisiiic laised plate and voice with the 
greatest sang fioid to utter most naively “ Encoie' ” 

Then w e did not contain ourselves any longer. 
Was it envy ? Was it hunger ? Was it real moral 
indignation at this outrage of the once-served 
system in the Institut Guyot, sanctified by time 
immemoiial? As if by command we raised our 
shiillest voices and voicelets, crying out with one 
accord “ Assez, Madame, assez — sil vous plaU f ” 

And Madame was pleased With crushing dignity 

TOL. III. 


T 
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she poshed back Ursine s plate, saying, in an icy 
tone ** Aasetf mon enfant / Surabondamment / ” 

Now you should have seen Ursine’s Gace 1 The 
very English face itself, as if the inevitable ” ShooU 
mg I ” was ready to burst from her pale, thin bps. 
She did not cry or anlk Her long face m its entire 
length was sheer aatonishment 1 

Naturally Ursine waa ever after oalled by her 
mates, Mw Encore^ and the appellation was soon 
after adopted by the Institut Uroz Quito as 
naturally the most grateful task for me was to mimio 
Miss Encore from the first uplifted plate to the fourth 
rejected one in all its shades of encore. And this 
succeeded better than my lall^c^\g of Basel Tou 
see the sedate little governess could not conceal tho 
comedienne 

And then the fire great gala days of the •pension 
They were shining on our horizon all the year 
round like beaming stars, now in anticipation, now 
m remembrance. The anticipation of joy will al 
ways be the brightest, the happiest, I think. 

The red letter days were At Whitsuntide a rustic 
dance — at midsummer night a sail to Rousseau’s 
Peter isle on the Biel lake — m the autumn a car- 
nage excursion to Lode to boo tho famous under 
ground mills— at Hogmanay (Now Tiears Evo) a 
splendid masked ball — and at Lout tho porforraanco 
of a French comedy 
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o\ .1 \t I . 1' '1 i>‘ ,'i j,-j| “ llio Ist 

tf Apr/j n-jt'.T »; v‘. hi < 5^ f.i't In liou 

<A >s j’n ’> ill In*; (1 pi'^'^cd, 

( Uji ‘tj ;‘n 3 ;> • the (l.jv Imd irccly 

t r>>:< ii i * - )‘f I, r'liwoL! Imjn jmK fijlcil 

V. 'h ,5 r',1*!' O’ I' •' ‘n'n, f ' ’{«'») v. nh honov, as 

I’h /< { , '0! i * i(']\ « r It' ~-%n nicK’i. V. as ‘-lun'i n — had 
i ‘ V. d ' M t ,0 .jJ;* r * up *>{ !:in u i‘-tj patmn Afior 


)n(*v.n p: '•>: n ndjt ,tutn <»j tin- In'’!i(u(o Thus 
r.unn'njnn d U' ip- v,nn)il ir I 

r<u th< n.’iu* diiut', the in.t'-lcod'bill, and the 
am t*( tn* p(‘! f«u 515 uu'f, inuliticn*' \\oie issuud (0 the 
ir''nt!y of Il.julfc-Ivi\< , St and Ncuchuto), 

ainonp tluun *h<‘ j^n^iun ])ro^. Dioa \\«ih to funiish 
llie d uiciii;; p u I mu s Jf nut, w licie w t*i u the dancers 
tu conu' fiuni? "WtH, in this ua^ the fair turns 
■were ample pnni'-ion for me 'J'lio}, ri^ht brotherly^ 
loolc tuin about m tlicir devotion to me If the 


one, bic ithlc'^sly, lianded me to my place, the other 
■would stand boforo me, and, making- a most poifect 
bow, engage me to dance. But I never managed 
to distinguish between tliom, so great was their like- 
ness and so safe was my little heart from any danger 
Ii om tliem. But I never forgot the odd capers per- 
formed bj’' another youthful dancer — till suddenly he 
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began to ory bitterly The poor boy wore new booted 
too tight for him, and suffered most exomoiating- 
pamB while dancing I met him years after, at a 
ball m a pnnoely house m St Petersburg, where he 
was tutor Then we recalled his dancing pains on 
the Neuoh&tel lake with hearty laughter 

Unfortunately the gentlefolk of Hante-Bire con 
Bifltod almost wholly of old maids with reddish wigs, 
sharp noses, and still sharper tongues, characters 
which were associated with the meanest sordidness 
The Bharpest, most reddish, self sufficient, and 
stingy, was a Mdlle Beuter, who returned the 
spendid feast of our psn^ton annually by a mere 
meagre gotfter of the poorest cafi au la\t, stale rusks, 
BOUT bread-cake, and delicious honey pears 

How amiable, on the other hand,* were the family 
of Baron de Oofran, who inhabited a cheerful little 
house on the lake — and how loYely and oharmmg 
the daughter Oonstanoe, a maiden of soventoon 
summers I She and Oonstanco Guyot wore novor 
called otherwise than Ua belUs Oonsiances — la belle 
blonde et la belle bnme. There was as much differ- 
ence in opimon as to which of the two should bo 
awarded the priM of beauty os there was in their 
respeotiTo beauty 

I have already tried to depict la belle hnmc Con 
slnnco de Cofran, on the other hand, had nch golden 
locks, dork blue eyes, and the most loroly roso-Iiko 
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face. She was possessed of indescribable grace and 
sweetness, so that I followed her witb sparkling eyes 
•at our little dance as soon as I saw her. She soon 
noticed my silent adoration. She smiled, drew me 
into her arms, and kissed me tenderly, thus winning 
my little passionate heart for herself. 

I received permission to visit la belle blonde and 
ber parents from time to time in their cheerful 
little house on the lake. We played and read to- 
gether. In our boarding-school the only light litera- 
ture permitted was Paul et Yirgime. We knew it 
by heart long ago. Frequently Constance’s brother, 
who was an officer in Neuchatel, came out to see 
us, with brother Louis ; then we took long pleasant 
walks, little sails on the lake, and at night indulged 
in a little old-fashioned slow waltz at the Baroness’s. 

Then Constance had just the same dear sad eyes 
as my beloved Stella had. 

But why did la belle blonde always look so cold, so 
proud, nay, haughty — why did her voice ring so loud 
and sharp when she faced la belle brune? And why 
did the latter, returning her cold, proud sharp looks 
and eyes, try, if possible, to out-do them in cold- 
ness and sharpness ? These two lovely, charming, 
maidenly forms ! 

The reddish wigs and sharp tongues of the old 
maids on the lake had given to these questions the 
smartest and most crushing answers : “ The two 
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began to ory bitterly The poor boy wore new boota^ 
too tight for him, and Buffered moat exomoiating 
painB while dancmg I met him years after, at a 
ball in a pnncely hooae m St Petersburg, where he- 
was tutor Then we recalled his dancing pains on 
the NeuohAtel lake with hearty laughter 

Unfortunately the gentlefolk of Hante-Rive oon 
Bieted almost wholly of old maids with reddish wigs, 
sharp nosee, and still sharper tongues, characters 
which were associated with the meanest sordidness 
The Bharpest, most reddish, self sufficient, and 
Btingy, was a Mdlle Beiiter, who retnmed the 
Bpendid feast of our pension annually by a mere 
meagre go{iter of the pooreet cafi au loi^, Btalo msks, 
BOUT bread cake, and dehoioufl honey pears 

How amiable, on the other hand,* were the family 
of Baron de Oofron, who inhabited a choerfnl littlo 
house on the lake — and how loTely and cbamung 
the daughter Conatanoe, a maiden of sorontecn 
Bummers I She and Constance Guyot were never 
called otherwise than tea biUei OonsUXMes — la belle 
blonde ei la belle hrune There was as much diffor- 
once in opimon as to which of the two should bo 
awarded the pnso of boauty as thoro was in their 
respective beauty 

I have already tnod to dopict la belle brunc Cod 
stance do Cofran, on tho other hand, had nch gol6on 
locks, dark blno oyos, and tho most lovoly roso-IiLo 
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face She was possessed of indescribable grace and 
sweetness, so that I followed her witb sparkling eyes 
our little dance as soon as I saw her. She soon 
noticed my silent adoration. She smiled, drew me 
into her arms, and kissed me tenderly, thus winning 
my little passionate heart for herself. 

I received permission to visit la belle blonde and 
ber parents from time to time m their cheerful 
little house on the lake We played and read to- 
gether. In our boarding-school the only light litera- 
ture permitted was Paul et Virgime. We knew it 
by heart long ago Frequently Constance’s brother, 
who was an officer in Neuchatel, came out to see 
us, with brother Louis , then we took long pleasant 
walks, little sails on the lake, and at night indulged 
in a little old-fashioned slow waltz at the Baroness’s. 

Then Constance had just the same dear sad eyes 
as my beloved Stella had. 

But why did la belle blonde always look so cold, so 
proud, nay, haughty — why did her voice ring so loud 
and sharp when she faced la belle brune^ And why 
did the latter, returning her cold, proud sharp looks 
and eyes, try, if possible, to out-do them in cold- 
ness and sharpness ? These two lovely, charming, 
maidenly forms ^ 

The reddish wigs and sharp tongues of the old 
maids on the lake had given to these questions the 
smartest and most crushing answers : “ The two 
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OoDBtancea are jealous of one another Each ^nts 
to be the mOst beautiful, the most adored, and to 
capture the richest and most fashionable husband 
Both are poor And goldfish are of auoh 
rare occurrence here. But ‘ pnde "Will have a 
fall, and beauty is unlucky ** 

These infomoas, hypocritical, bad tongues I And 
how they had enjoyed the delicious elder milk with, 
custard at our ball I If, however,^ I speculated 
mahciously, ' ugUuess is lucky * — according to the 
theory of beauty adopted by the old fox wigs, 
— ** then you must be the happiest creatures in 
the world ( On midsummer day we had our grand 
boating excursion upon the Bieler lake to the 
Peter isle The fair Constance was also present 
Though wo knew very little indeed of Jean 
Jacques Eonsseau, yob the little honse which had 
been a friendly refuge for three months to the 
author of “ Emilo, when driven from his native 
town of Genova, through rohgious fanaticism, and 
the whole island under whose trees ho had sung, 
composed, and botanired, were inspected with awo 
and reverence 

Peter islo consists of a single lull, planted with 
vines and mulberry trees Near It is the leaser 
•*Eabbit-i5lc * The room in which Join Jacques 
had lived looked rather wretched it was mhnbitod 
in 1820 by a flcrraut-maid On the dingy walls 
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Tvere scribbled and scrawled innumerable inscrip- 
tions. Under tlie window stood a trained mulberry- 
tree of great age. 

Our youthful fancy was still more exercised by a 
solitary grave which an English lord had been led, 
through admiration for Jean Jacques Rousseau, 
to acquire for himself in Peter-isle, by a legacy 
of £2,000. How proud Miss Encore was of this 
countryman of hers ! 

Then we wound gay living wreaths from the same 
bright flowers which the illustrious dead had once 
dried between blotting-paper, classified, and de- 
scribed, and having adorned our locks with them, 
played, danced, and sang. 

While we were singing on our way home in the 
evening, a violent flurry of wind burst over us, one of 
those winds which are peculiar to the lakes of Biel 
and Heuchatel, and which have already wrecked so 
many human lives Our boat rocked and tossed 
about , foaming waves struck it, and our light white 
dresses were soon drenched Tears were intermin- 
gled with wild cries — Nous fmsons naufragef — Je 
me meurs f Nous sommes jperdus f — 0 ma mere / — 
Frions Dieu ! Bites une priere d la Fainte Viergef 

N 

Sancta Yn go, ora pro nohis^ ^ . . .” 

On the strict orders of the boatman we had to 
cower down at the bottom of the boat, and durst 
not stir. I threw my arms around the fair Con- 
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Btance and wept bitterly “ Ob, my poor motber, 
Tvbnt will become of you if I must die now ? ” And 
then I quietly recited all my (Herman nursery prayers 
wbiob 1 bad once learned from my motber and 
grandmother — beginning witb “ Abba, beber Y ater " 
up to the longest hymn 

But Oonatanoe sat there aa white as marble, her 
died eyes wide open, her Imd lips qnivenng her 
little hands olutobed m her lap 

" Bleu noui prefegera/ Prions enseniik, ma cKirt 
Comtance i ” I entreated 

Her beautiful face took an icy, scomfnl eipres- 
Bion, when she aaid “ I cannot pray, cannot weep 
Iday the lake swallow mo op, tbon at least there 
will bo a speedy end to this wretebed, joyless 
life. 

“ lYretohed and joyless? Ton so beautiful and 
beloved by your parents, your brother, mo ” 

" And with all this beauty and love, I shall 
becomo an ugly ndioulous old maid, liko Mdllo 
Boater and the other poor solitary beings boro on 
the lake — becanso I am poor 1 Oh, would I wore 
nob I Then I would live out there in the groat, 
bnihant world, surrounded by adoration — happy I 
Then I would pray and give thanks I lYliat for 
now ? Did you not observe bow the ■Wallaohian 
Princo flirted on Peter islo with la Ulle hrnne, and 
how she coquetted with him? Do had no oyo for 
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I got quilc afraid of fcliis beautiful blaspheming 
Constanco I wil.lulrew 1113’- her and 

said : “I’liat is wicked, Constance! The dear Grod 
must punisli 3*011 for it. j\r3>- mother is much poorer 
ilian 3*ou ; bo'^idcs, she has to bring up three children, 
and 3*ct slic is al\va3\s content and pious But I 
ivill pin3* for 3^11, too, Constauco, that the dear Grod 
ma3* not suffer us to drowm It would indeed be a 
F.id thing for us to have to die so 3muug ! ” And I 
began again sa3'ing in3>' Abba most devoutly. 
Graduall3^ her beautiful, iigid marble features re- 
laxed, and she broke out in tears and sobs. Con- 
stance locked me passionately m her arms, and her 
French prayers mingled with my Grerraan ones 

Soon the storm ceased as suddenly as it had come. 
Wet like drenched kittens we arrived at home, and 
had at once to creep into our beds and drink an 
endless amount of elder-mfusion. 

I cannot recall our trip to Lode in autumn with- 
out tears, although we were so merry then My 
dear lovely gay Virgmie and I ! She had often 
before visited these awful underground mills. It 
caused her great ]oy to be now able to lead and 
surprise me Hand m hand we entered the wild 
rugged rocks, and descended — I shuddering — 
the slippery steps of the narrow stairs, whilst 
'Constance Gruyot remained behind with the other 
boarders in Mdlle. Calame’s excellent institute for 
poor girls. How dark was all around us I Only a 
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Mdlle Oonfitance and her flock also soon amred, 
and we receiTed a sound sooldmg for having run on 
before them The others were hardly allowed to 
do more than look down over the railing, while 
mademoiselle held them by their skirts 

** Do you see, Linohen ? ** said Yirg^me, tittenng 
“ How well we fared I ** 

Then we ascended the Oul des Roches, 700 feet 
high, and from its top we looked as through an 
opening in a rook far away mto the sunny distance, 
far away into Prance 

In conclusion, of course, a merry dance was 
arranged in the first open place we came to 
"Without it no outing gams favour with young 
boarding-school girls 1 But bow dehghted we 
should have been if at that tune a god hod foretold 
us ** Yiiginie and Lina, ten years henoe yon will 
go again together to the mills of Loole I ” 

Bat he would not have needed to add ** In your 
hearts, despair and death I** Wo should not have 
believed him Poor sweet Virgime 1 

The gods show ns poor mortals their greatest 
love in kmdiy veiling from us the morrow 

The masked ball on New Tears Eve in the 
Institut Gnyot I What splendour, magniBconco, 
and gaiety 1 The former refectory of the old 
violator 13 decked with garlands of fir twigs and 
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bright paper-flowers. Little fir-trees, upon which 
candles are fixed, are hanging down from the 
ceiling, lustre-like. Our solitary blind fiddler — our 
orchestra in summer — is reinforced by a harp 
and a flute. Grand ! All our savings have been 
drawn upon to meet the expense. 

And what grand cheer for us on this gala-evening 
of the -pension Guyot f We offered cake and orgeat 
to the ladies, and punch to the gentlemen. But un- 
fortunately we ourselves were under strict orders 
not to taste even a sip of this nectar and ambrosia. 
Bor what a scandal it would be for the whole 
institute if the refreshments did not suffice for the 
invited guests ’ All that was left over after the feast 
was to be our compensation f As if the happy 
pension JDroz ever left one superfluous morsel ! And 
how the orgeat and cake made our mouths water, 
and how deliciously the aromatic punch tickled our 
little noses 1 The refreshment for us boarders 
during the pauses consisted of apples, sour in taste 
and hard as stone. 

Add to this the beautiful costumes I The fair 
Constance as Sultana looked beautiful, as if come 
from fairy-land, like one of the heroines in the 
Arabian Nights. She was arrayed in wide panta- 
loons of white silk, in a blue skirt embroidered in 
gold, which overlapped the snowy linen front, and 
in a little purple jacket, without sleeves and open 
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few lanterns were diaoemible m tte deep "WTiat a 
thundering noise, foaming, hissing, roaring 1 K 
fine spray enTelopes ns Now for the first time the 
eye recognises a huge mill wheel over which the 
foaming water rushes along That is the Bieds, a 
wild mountain torrent, which roars through the 
long narrow Lode-dale, and increased by mountain 
spnngs that npple down on either side, grown into 
a perfect torrent How often the Bieds had de- 
Tastated the picturesque valley, till human skill and 
hnman strength procured for her an underground 
outlet out through the rook for 800 feet. And 
here the imprisoned wild water topples with frightful 
force into the dark, yawning, unfathomable deep 
But human genius and the hand of man were nbt yet 
satisfied to have overcome and disarmed the destruo- 
tiTO torrent It was yet to serve them and work, and 
help to cam money Thus they logenionsly built 
m the depth of this gulf four underground mills, one 
below the other, the space for which had to be out 
out m the solid rock, more than 200 steps pro- 
tected by n low railing lending from mill to mill 
down into the deep Down below, the inox- 

haiistiblo water rushes over two huge mill 
wheels 

Trembling at first, then growing bolder, I 
followed A irginio down She was a genuine, fresh 
child of tlio mountains, and foar and giddiness wore 
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foreign to her nature. Her clear laughter rang 
through the roar below; she lighted large sheets of 
paper and sent them flying on the air-current 
caused by the waterfall, so that the water-spray 
was sparkling in that red light. . . . “ Like 
rubies 1 ” I said. “ Like drops of blood I ” said 
Yirginie. “ The poor creature that falls down here 
is crushed by the mill-wheels, and below the hiss- 
ing water swallows him, canying him with it into 
subterranean caverns of rock, and nobody will ever 
see or hear of him again.” 

These words made my blood freeze so that I 
uttered a cry of anguish I had to sit down on the 
wet steps and cling to the railing with both arms, 
else I should have glided down, seized by giddiness, 
just from fear of falling down. Yirgmie embraced 
and kissed me, saying : “ Lina, am I not beside you, 
how could harm befall you ? ” 

“ But it might befall you, Yirginie * Come, let 
us go up again ! ” 

“ Befall me ? ” she said, laughing wantonly.. 
“ Come now down to the last step There, upon a 
ledge, it IS charmingly gruesome when the entire 
mass of water rushes down upon us.” 

But no persuasion, no entreaty could have enticed 
me to go farther down. And so kind Yirgmie and 
, I willingly regained the light of day. With what a 
relief did I again breathe in the golden sunshine I 
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Mdlle OoDBtance and her flock also soon amvedk 
and we received a sound scolding for having run on 
before them The others were hardly allowed to 
do more than look down over the railing, while 
mademoiselle held them by their skirts 

“ Do you see, Linohen ? ** said Viiginie, tittering 
“ How well we fared I ** 

Then we ascended the Oul dea Boches, 700 feet 
high, and from lU top we looked as through an 
opening in a rock far away into the sunny distance, 
for away into France 

In conclusion, of course, a merry dance was 
arranged in the first open place we came to 
Without it no outing gams favour with young 
boarding school girls \ Bat how delighted we 
should have been if at that time a god had foretold 
us *‘Yirguiie and Lina, ten years hence yon wiB 
go again together to the millw of Loole I ” 

But he would not have needed to odd ** In your 
hearts, despair and death I” We should not have 
believed him Poor sweet Yirginie 1 

The gods show us poor mortals their greatest 
love m kindly veiling from us the morrow 

• ••••» 

Tlio moakod ball on Kow Years Evo in the 
Institut Guyot I Wliat splendour, magnificonoo, 
and gaiety I The former refectory of the old 
cloister IS decked with garlands of fir twigs and 
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bviglit. pnpor-flowors. Little fir-trees, upon which 
candles are fixed, are hauging down from the 
coiling, lustre-like Our solitary blind fiddler — our 
orchestra in sunimor — is reinforced by a harp 
and a flufe. Grand ^ All our savings have been 
dravn upon to meet the expense 

And what grand cheer for us on this gala-evening 
of i\\c pen'^ion Guyot f We offered cake and orgeat 
to the ladies, and punch to tho gentlemen. But un- 
fortunately we ourselves were under strict orders 
not to taste even a sip of this nectar and ambrosia. 
For what a scandal it would be for the whole 
institute if the refreshments did not sufihee for the 
invited guests ! All that was left over after the feast 
was to be our compensation > As if the happy 
pension Droz ever left one superfluous morsel > And 
how the orgeat and cake made our mouths water, 
and how deliciously the aromatic punch tickled our 
little noses I The refreshment for us boarders 
during the pauses consisted of apples, sour in taste 
and hard as stone 

Add to this the beautiful costumes I The fair 
Constance as Sultana looked beautiful, as if come 
from fairy-land, like one of the heroines m the 
Arabian Nights She was arrayed in wide panta- 
loons of white silk, in a blue skirt embroidered in 
gold, which overlapped the snowy linen front, and 
in a little purple jacket, without sleeves and open 
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in front , her magmfioent fair tresses were entwined 
with pearls, her blue, white and red tnrban glittered 
with coloured gems, her neat feet were incased in tiny 
boots of blue satin with gold spangles , altogether I 
had never seen anything more beautiful and magni- 
ficent And yet, looking at la belle hrune in her be- 
coming gay coloured Albaneae costume, at the plain 
white cloth held by silver hair pins over her black 
tresses, under which her thoroughly true Roman 
profile stood out in clear ontline, and at her dark 
eyes which were flashing forth more doashug rays 
than usual, a doubt would arise as to whether the 
pmo of beauty ought not rather to be awarded to 
her Yirgmio most charmingly represented Winter, 
and was clad in a white dress tnmmed with swan’s 
down and silver spangles Miss Encore personated 
a tiresome Highland lasaio, and the Bernese young 
lady appeared os a most ungraceful and highly 
talkative gipsy Of course there was no lack of 
sbephordcsses, gnrdonore, flower girls, and rustic 
maidens Even the carroty old wigs had docked 
themselves splendidly, wearing huge gauso-spoo- 
Inclcs They reminded mo very vividly of monstrous 
owls. 

BrotliLr Louis and I appeared as Turks , wo had 
studied a strange jxis de Irois togotlior with la htlle 
blonde which wo boldly called pas (Thartm The 
dance turned out a great success, nay, to ray great 
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'delight it had to be repeated in response to a 
■clamorous encore But my wretched costume I 
My pocket-money had hardly sufficed to borro>v 
the showy parts of it from the dealer m Neuch^tel. 
And how greatly they were outshone by the mag- 
nificent display of my sultana ! Moreover, my 
jacket or vest, if you like, which vs^as open in front, 
consisted of that abominable glistening and rustling 
silver cloth which is known by the high-flowing 
name of peau de serpent, or, as Balzac calls it in his 
novel, peau de chagrin, and which had quite capti- 
vated me in the costume-dealer’s shop. But now 
heat and dancing told on the tricky, treacherous 
snake’s hide; it shrivelled up towards the back, thus 
producing such an insignificant pointed little tail. 
Though I would pull it ever so often to the front 
again with a rustling sound, yet I scarcely whirled 
along in a swift schottische fling with my fair Droz 
twins, who were very prettily dressed as English 
sailors, and looked the very image of each other, 
when whizz I the little tail would again reappear 
behind. The remaining young gentlemen of 
Monsieur Droz’s establishment furnished a brilliant 
dancing _ contingent as banditti, Spaniards, black 
chimney-sweeps, millers. Moors, kings of spades^, 
and other famous disguises 

But who was that gorgeous Maltese knight ? The 
black velvet costume, with the golden chain and the 
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white silver star on his toll figure, looked bo elegant 
and anstooratic, quite in harmony with hiB dark 
hair, small mouetaohe, and sparkling black eyes 
Our Bernese gipsy, who showed a rare talent and 
still greater zeal for espionage, was soon enabled to 
spread the great news that this was the Marqxiis de 
BivUre from Pans, awfully noh, introduoed by 
Lieutenant de Cofran, the brother of the fair Con- 
stance, and perhaps a snitor Just look how he 
flirts with la htlle blonde^ and how she coquets with 
him, and how our brown Constance is ready to 
burst with envy 

Bnt the very next dance the Maltese waltzed with 
!o ht\U brune, and whispered fiery words in her little 
ears that made her face glow and beam, her eyes 
darting triumphant looks across to poor fair Con- 
stance She sat thoro so pale and gloomy, biting 
her under hp, gi\ ing to her partner, the little card- 
king, the most biting answers, and if her glance 
could have pierced tho brown Constance, it would 
have done so 

Thus tho dangerous plnj of coquetry, triumph, 
jealousy, and envy was earned on over and anon 
tho whole evening between tho two Constances for 
tho Marquis distnbutcd his flirtation pretty equally 
between them For us small fry ho had neither 
dance nor word This did not distress us much, ns, 
of course, wo had abundnneo of other dancers that 
evening 
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But which Constance will carry off the victory ? 
This occupied us for a long time afterwards Mon- 
sieur le Marquis called at the houses of both Con- 
stances, and steadily paid his addresses to both. 
We heard, moreover, that his intention was to settle 
altogether near the lake, and accordingly we were 
already anticipating a speedy and brilliant marriage. 

In the meanwhile, however, something very dif- 
ferent, VIZ., our comedy in the Lenten season, had 
engaged our whole interest, and especially mine. 
I practised my French with increased zeal in order 
to prevent any risk of my being excluded from the 
cast, owing to bad pronunciation 

And I was abundantly rewarded. I was allowed 
to play the part of a farmer’s son in white panta- 
loons, black velvet jacket with silver buttons, in the 
little piece “ Les Cerises,” in one act; and in a piece of 
three acts, “ La Eosi^re,” by Countess Cenlis, I was 
to play the old parson, aged 70, with a snow-white 
pigtail wig, because none of the other boarders 
wanted to appear so old. 

My dear Virginie was the sweetest, rosiest flower- 
girl ! I see ber as vividly in her little white dress 
with rose-coloured bows, and with a little wreath 
of roses in her dark locks, as if we had played “ La 
Rosi^re ” but yesterday, even though that yester- 
day IS more than 50 years ago, and my old age 
trembles and bleeds. 


VOL. m. 
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It was on that happy evening at Hante-Eive on 
the Nenohdtel late that I first vralfeed the hoards, 
■which were to become so tmly a matter-ol fact for 
me only three years later 

But who was the moat radiant among our speo* 
tatoTS on that Lent evening of 1820 ? Constance von 
Oofran, who la soon to marry a noh French Marquis 
Tes, la ielle Monde had completely ousted la beile 
brune She was the lovely, prond bnde of the 
UarquiB de Rivihre, who had often returned to 
Hnuto-Bive. and had long wavered in his choice 
between the two Constances, until he at last gave 
the preference to the beautiful Baroness Pale and 
gloomy hie a shadow did our Constance Quyot pass 
through tho old monastic buildmg 
But I was not to have tho pleasure of seeing my 
fair Constance in bndal array The mamage was 
filed for next Easter, and I returned mth my 
mother to Karlsruho that same autumn in order to 
finish my education there under private masters, and 
to receive religious instruction pnor to my confir- 
mation Although I anticipated with great joy tho 
prospect of again living more ontiroly with my 
dear mother, my tears, novortholoss, flowed abun- 
dantly when bidding farewell to my tenderly loved 
nrgimc and her mother, to tho two Constances, 
mire Gmjot, gontlo Elise, schoolmates, playgrounds, 
and so many, nliny happy hours of youth 
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\r*) (\>fj \n v,inj(‘ me a letter over- 
4 lc<A*a!: \«:th paUm:. “ J^oon, 77m LinCy 

',,'n AOfh'*-- \<iai to me Madame /te 

\U\ r'r (It ./ }'aj,s<. All Pans ‘?hall talk 

(ke i^'ien itei * l(‘<£ajiee ef m\ saln}i. Tliero 
I '1 iP tP'n'a* yai, ami I’.uis and im '-nlan ^\lll give 
un 'la ]ndph of a f i‘'liionnl)le education. IIo ^7 
' t n *. 1 mi foi la idlt An/j/f , alt liornrh her ridiculous 
A ml’ \ f I dare * i}, tlid dc^ivvc (his humdia- 

ijon *' 


Af'vcrw iMP I neened no an^-wois (o m3' letters. 
Only Vii'.nnie v.iote “ P inc^ , Lina, the fasliion- 
ahle Manjuis de Pivieie and /in7)cr of Constance do 
(\(fnm (unit'd out a common suindlei, wlio was 
f(>imeil3 ci^’hier to a lai go banking fii ni in Pans, 
but, had bolted with the mono}. He was sudden] j 
ancsted in Xcuchntcl and will bo sent to tho galleys. 
Im hJlc hlojidc IS ncail3' out of her mind and re- 
ceives nobod3 Her brother, the officer, intends 
a'^kiug to be tiansfcrred to a regiment m Berlin, 
whither he will take Constance with him. What a 
blessing that the marriage had not been consum- 
mated! La belle brune thanks Heaven for having 
picseivcd her from this misfortune and disgrace. 
She has become much milder and humbler.” 

After that I heard nothing about the poor, 
beautiful, fair Constance for a long time. 

^ iH » 


* 



ilEMOIBS OF KA£OLnrE BAUER 


m 

"Vnieti I ■was engaged in Berlin, in 1824, at the 
KSmgstadt Theatre, and aftenvarda at the Court 
Theatre, as first lover, I took much pleasure in 
visiting the bonae of the amiable vnf© of Dr Riatel, 
a daughter of old Zeltor On the oooasion of 
one of these visits, I casually heard mention made 
of the name. Captain von Cofran I inquired 
It really was the brother of my Constance, -who had 
taken a vnfe in Berlin And Dr Rintel was Con- 
stance s despairing physiomn, whose aid had been 
appealed to ns a last reaonrce “I dare not,” ha 
told me, '‘call her malady madness It is rather a 
diBcoso of the afiections and the heart than of the 
mind Therefore our most celebrated authorities 
on lunacy have spooddy, and, os it were, with a 
shrug of tho shoulder, ceased tboir treatment of 
her with douches, stimulating of the nerves, and 
magnetic shocks Constance is neither a manioc- 
nor a monomaniac She cannot wander in her 
speech fortbo Fimplo reason that she has not spoken 
a word for years It is just ns if her whole inuor 
life were frozen or dead wilbm her No flash of tho 
eye, no quiver, no smilo, no tear betrays a spiritual 
life Her body has become an automaton, which 
rises from and goes to bed mechanically, cats and 
dnnka when those around press her to do so Dow 
much I would give for a single little tear from those 
bcautifal eyes 1 It would bo a dewdrop npon this 
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Tigid, torpified heart, and we might hope. Let there 
he hut one hot stream of tears bursting forth from 
the depth of her heart, and Constance would be 
saved.” 

I was deeply affected “ May I see my unhappy 
school friend ? ” I asked, weeping. 

“ Certainly I Your coming, your appearance wall 
unfortunately produce no effect whatsoever upon 
her She will not betray by so much as a wink of 
her eyes that she recognises you.” 

** And yet she loved me once so tenderly ! But if 
I address her and remind her of the happy old 
times, before that wretch appeared, remind her of a 
hundred happy incidents . . .” 

“ It will be exactly as if you were addressing this 
wall here. We have naturally tried all that before, 
without the least success I ” 

‘‘ And how fond she used to be of playing and 
singing with me.” 

“ Stop I ” the doctor suddenly cned, as if electri- 
fied. “Played I Sung I You must tell me all this 
in more detail . . . Played I Sung I H’m, h’m ! 
Nobody has thought of that yet. It might be 
tried ...” 

And I spoke the whole evening of those happy 
days on the lake of Neuchatel. . . . The doctor 
often interrupted me by queries. Even the 
smallest trait which was connected with Constance 
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had -an intereBt for tho the ■phyaioian When I had 
fimshed he sat for a long time in his easy chair 
wrapt in thought anfl shading his eyes with hia 
hand Suddenly he started " Please smg to 

me Coustance’s favourite song 1 '* 

I sang whilst my tears were -flowing 

• loll, t6rt em fivchtltm muichtn. " 

“ Good — very good I ** And the eye of the old 
doctor was moist “ Thank you That goes to 
the heart. Meautime good night I I have some 
thing yet that must be done, read obont and thought 
about in toy study To-morrow, after the rehearsal, 
d will come for you, and then we will go to Oon 
stance But bo so good ns to reassnme os nearly 
as yon can the stylo of dross used on those festive 
occasions on the lake of Neuoh&tel Devote speoml 
care to your hair, so that yon may look as nearly as 
poBsiblo like the little Linchen of three years ago 
And then, with God’s blessing 1 ” 
hly heart IrembloQ and bled when 1, noict day at 
noon, drove with the doctor in his carnage to the 
house of 'Captain von Oofran, in the suburbs I 
wore a simple white muslin dress with greon sash, 
such ns I Used on the stage for my “ ScUwttbm in 
Berlin,” a round straw hat, and my hair in plain 
locks, exactly arranged ns it was when living on the 
Neuchfitol lake 

The little house had such an air of quietude as it 
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just peeped forlli from n»iids6 tho old trees in the 
gaidcii. The Baron heartil}’- welcomed his little 
pniincr of ha])p 3 ' da^’s — but tho face which was then 
so cheerful was now fall of profound sadness — and 
led me to his young wife, a gentle, beautiful lady. 
Yeiily, who could then have foreboded that we 
should meet again under such circumstances ? 

The doctor reminded me of my mission. Tremb- 
ling, almost breathless, my heart refusing to beat, I 
followed him to a room situated at tho back, which 
had a padded double-door, like those used m 
hospitals and asylums for insuring the utmost 
quiet. “ Courage I courage I The happiness of 
noble men is at stake > ” And the doctor gently 
pushed me through doors softlj'- thrown open into a 
half-darkened room. The rustling bme trees that 
nearly touched the windows just allowed a soft 
dreamy light to enter. On a bed was seated a 
haggard form wrapped m a white night-dress of 
many folds, her waxen emaciated hands resting 
powerlessly m her lap, her blue eyes, once so 
dazzling in their beauty, fixed motionless, dead- 
like, upon me Her once luxunant golden curls 
were cut, and only scanty, short locks encircled her 
alabaster brow and sunk temples. Her blanched 
cheeks were so wan, while around her colourless 
mouth there was such a hard, cruel line. Such 
was la belle blonde as I found her. Heither look 
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nor smile betokened that Constance recognixed 
me 

“ Constance — my beloved Constance 1 ” I said, in 
French, ^itb trembling voice, choked by tears, ‘‘do 
yon not know your little Lina again ? A.nd yet we 
were once so happy together on your beautiful lake 
of NeuchfLtel, and have jested and sung, danced, 
and played comedy together — and how often did 
yon kiss me tenderly and tell me that yon loved me 
— and to-day no more — all is changed 1 ‘ 

There was no movement of the eyes, no quiver of 
the lip, DO trembling of the hand I was on the 
point of dropping down An unspeakable dread of 
this beautiful, breathing corpse came over me, and 
threatened to moke me take to digbt But an an« 
dreamt of compassion kept me back 

“ Constance, must I remind you of our boating 
excursion to the Isle of St Piorro,aad how the stormy 
lake had nearly engulfed us, and howl lay weeping 
m your arms, and wo prayed together, and I 
taught you my German nursery prayers? Fray 
them over again with mo, dear Gonslanoo, that I 
may see you ha>o not forgotten thorn T’ 

And 1 knelt down before her and took her clammy 
Irnnds into my fovensh ones, and prayed with her 
most fervently 

“ Abba I dear Father, have moroj upon mo, poor 
htllo child — amen I 
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Did ifc not seem at tliat moment as if her severe 
lips were moving gently, repeating softly what I 
said, as if her hands trembled in mine, and as if 
the rigidness of her eyes, her face, and of all her 
limbs gently gave way ? 

But not a word ghded over those lips. My weep- 
ing was the only sound to be heard m the room. 

“ And my German songs, dear Constance, how 
often I had to sing them to you, and how you 
loved them. I fear you have not heard them for a 
long time. Shall I smg you your favourite song ? ” 

Was not that a gentle nod of her head ? 

And I sang — first softly, indistinctly, with a voice 
choked by sobs, then ever clearer and more fer- 
vently — with a riaighty outburst of passion : 

“ Ich tort’ ein Sichelein raasclaen, 

WoKl rausclien duicli das Korn, 

Ich hort’ ein feme Magd Klagen, 

Sie hatt’ ihren Schatz verlorn . . .” 

Then — yes, then a quiver ran through all her limbs, 
and subdued groans and sighs were struggling to 
free themselves from her breast. Her lips sobbed 
.and her fixed eyes began to assume a moist and 
soft appearance. . . . 

When I sang the last stanza : 

“ Lass rausclien das Siclielein, ranschen, 

Und klmgen durcb das Korn 1 
Icb weiss em Maidlem trauern. 

Hat ihren Buben verlorn ' ” 
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then two large tears flowed glittering down lier 
trembling obeebs. 

Idid not contain myaelf any longer Passionately, 
sobbing, emlting, I sprang np and threw myself on 
Constance’s breast, embracing her passionately 
“With wbat debgbt I felt her tears dropping down 
upon my cheeks, ever hotter, more abundantly, till 
at last her arms enclosed me, and I heard her sweet 
voice of old once more “ 3fa Line — ch^re .petite arnie 
— fna bien amtSe — Vieu est justs / Vieu est cUmeTii 
— msSncordieujD / * 

Constance bad awoke from ber iqy trance of 
woe— sbo was saved The spring following she re- 
turned to her old parents on the lake of Nenohitel, 
to devote herself entirely to oanng lovingly for 
tbom« 

Years after this we, too, dear reader, shall meet 
again in the far-off yonder, whoro wo shall rejoim 
each other and our poor dear Yirginie 



CEAPTER YII 
A PARISIAl^- REMmSCBNCE. 

Maeie Dobval and Fb^d]6bic Lemaitbe 

ViOTOB Hugo and Alexandre Dumas wrote for Mane 
Dorval the part of Elena in “Marino Faliero/’ 
Marion Delorme and Adele Her re j in “ A.nthony ” 
— and George Sand called her “ friend/’ and “ one of 
the greatest artistes and best women of her time.” 

As artiste and woman, Mane Dorval had much 
in common with George Sand. Both were restless, 
burning souls, full of strong passions — both strove 
and worked for the emancipation of women — and 
both have much loved. 

Marie Dorval, ^ee Allen, was thirty-eight when I 
first saw her. She had grown up as the child o'f 
poor comedians under pains and hardships, at a 
small stage in the provinces, sang in the chorus in 
Mehul’s Joseph,” whilst she stood upon a ladder 
holding a huge umbrella over the heads of JosepTi 
and Jacob, because the ram was splashing down 
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upon tlie Stage All her parts she played in one 
and the same white dress, which constituted her 
whole wealth. "When she gave the part of Fanohette 
in the ** "Wedding of Figaro," she would quickly 
stitch a stnpe of red print on the white fall dress- 
frock, in order to appear as Spanish os possible 
George Sand, in her Histoire de ma vie,* de- 
votes a special chapter to the artiste, woman, and 
fnend , she writes oonoermng her — 

** She was mamed young to actor Doryal, became 
the mother of three children, was charged with the 
care of her old indrm mother, and had to provide for 
the necessities of hfo with incessant assidnity In 
this way she also came to Pans to try her fortune , 
it was a fortune for her oven to escape misery But 
as she detested every means of livelihood except her 
talent and work, she spent years in thankless oscrtions 
and want Sbo only succeeded in making n way for 
herself in the part of tho miller's wife in ‘ The Two 
Galley Slaves, a melodrama much in vogue at that 
time , in it she proved her bnllmnt dramatic talent 
Iloncoforth her success was speedy and brilliant. 
She created tho wife of tho modcrndrama,tho heroine 
of the romantic school, and if she owed her fame to 
tho masters of that school, those in their turn owed 
licr the winning of a public who saw modem his 
fnonic art personified m throe great artistes— 
FnSdfno Lcmaltro, Madame Dorvak and Bocago 
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‘‘Mdme.Dorval created besides quite a special type 
in tbe part of Jeanne Yaubernier (Mdme. Dubarry). 
One must needs see it to know bow sbe combined 
in tbis figure grace and charm with trmalityj and 
thus solved a problem which appeared insurmount- 
able. But it was necessary to see her in ‘ Marion 
Delorme/ ‘ Angelo/ ‘ Ohatterton/ ‘ Anthony/ and 
later in the drama ‘ Mane Jeanne/ to know what 
passionate jealousy, what deep purity, and what a 
glow of maternal love united in her with equal 
force, 

“ She was more than pretty, she was charming ; 
and yet she was not pretty, but so enchanting that the 
outward appearance was perfectly superfluous. It 
was not a face, a physiognomy, but a soul. 

Subject to an agitated life from her very youth, 
there were developed m her feelings, ardent, inex- 
haustible, and overpowering Like those tender, 
sweet plants, deeply rooted m the rock, which we 
see under the shocks of the cataract, sprout, blossom, 
die, and grow up again, so this beautiful soul, which 
was constantly afflicted by the weight of the bitterest 
pains, rose again at each sunbeam, and eagerly sought 
to seize every breath of hfe, though it should be 
ever so fleeting, or be ever so much saturated with 
poison, Utterly incapable of caution, she gave 
herself up, with all the strength of her fancy, with 
all the fire of her soul, to joy, prolonged to days, 
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to fllnsions lasting hours, which were afterwards 
ioUowed by n ohildhke astonishment or a painful 
regret. But she was magnanimons , she forgot or 
forgave, and, as she constantly wounded herself 
afresh by new pains and disappointments, her bfe 
was a perpetual loving and auffenng 

Everything became a passion in her maternal 
affection, enthusiasm for art, fnendship, readiness 
to sacrifice, indignation, religions longing , and, as 
she would not and could not moderate or suppress 
anything in her inner self, her life was of an eices 
sivo appalling nature, and was fuU of excitements 
which far surpass the measure of human strength. 

" Many have become familiar with the oharacter of 
this passionate woman to a certain pomt, for he who 
saw her wrestling with the forms of art can, to some 
extent, realue what sho was in reahtv But on the 
stage there appeared, to be sure, but one side of her 
nature, and that part bos novor been written, can 
never bo wnlton in which sho might have revealed 
herself completely with her pure fire, her immoa- 
surnblo love, her childllto wrath, her splendid bold- 
ness her artless poesy, her rngings, her sobbing, and 
her clear ringing laughter, which, so to say, formed 
a resting point for the deeply moved soul of her 
auditory 

Is It not os if one hoard the burning, restless, 
passion swayed George Sand desenbo her own self? 
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Once Marie Dorval said to her friend Greorge Sandi: 
The fire of passion has consumed me prematurely ; 
I feel old, worn out ; I require rest, I seek rest — but 
no, I am forced to acknowledge that I do not know 
how to rest.” 

ISTo, she did not know how to rest I Neither in 
art, nor in life, nor in love. 

I was told in Pans the most curious stories about 
the restless, ever-thirsting heart of the Dorval. 
What was most remarkable was, that this aging 
woman, with her heart much tried in love, still under- 
stood how to captivate men, even the author of her' 
Manon Delorme — Victor Hugo. . . . Gar en verite, 
madame, vous n’etes fas belle ” once a frank, in- 
quisitive person had said to her — and she had 
answered him with the same frankness : “ Non, mon^ 
sieur, je ne suis pas belle, mats je suis pire que cela ' ” 
— I am not beautiful, but I am worse than that I 
Bestless, also, was her age — as is the case only too 
often with hot-blooded comedians, who, m their gay 
jyouth, do not think of the time when beauty, and 
vigour, and courage are gone 1 

After Mane Dorval, now no longer young, had 
achieved surprising successes in Racine’s “Phmdra 
in the Od^on, at the same time that young Rachel, 
who played the same part in the Theatre Pranpais, 
scored brilliant triumphs — cares and the battle for 
existence entered her life. The early storms of the 
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year 1848 did not only npaet the Eoyal Throne of 
Jranoe, bnt also many of the nnmerous theatrea of 
Pans. It also shook the professional enstence of 
Mane Dorval, who had to play for her dafly hread 
In those days she wrote — after the loss of a be 
loved grandson — to her fnend George Sand “ I 
fonght bravely in a hateful calling, which I pursued 
with the best of my strength, when not held down by 
illness — and that I do with the object of making 
those around me happy through earnings of my 
labour ' Then the death of a daughter s child 
broke her heart — and last strength She died on 
the 20th May, 1849, at the ago of 57, and after 
bitter pains and disappointments 

Her son in law, an aotor, named Bend Luguet, 
wrote to George Sand concerning her death — 

" She died of gnof and disconmgoment 
The slight and indifforoaco of the world have killed 
her lYhen the poor woman went from door to 
door to seek an engagement for her talent, for her 
genius, all people looked very much surprised when 
they beard the name of Dorval Talent, genius, 
who cares for them ? She wanted a few teeth, wore 
a black dress, her look was sad Moreover, politi 
cal events had brought about great changes in 
theatrical matters They showed her a 

splendid picec—eontnming a grand rite She read 
it, studied it, and was perfect m it IVithout 
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a reason, without an indemnity, without a word of 
explanation, she was deprived again of this part I 
That was the last blow, it hit her right in the heart. 
hTow they say that they repent of their action — now, 
when it is too late ! Thus the hfe of this poor 
woman streamed forth from three deep wounds 
which the death of a beloved being, the injustice 
and ingratitude of the public, and the fear of star- 
vation had inflicted on her ... So we reached 
the 10th April, 1849 I went to Caen on a profes- 
sional tour, she wanted to follow me thither, but 
before doing so she made a last .attempt to secure 
for herself a modest place and a wage of 600 francs 
in the Theatre Frangaise. She received as an answer 
that one expected by ‘ clever calculations ’ to save 
300 francs in the lighting, and that m that case, if 
the disinclination of the committee could be over- 
come, they would give her bread ! This gave her 
the cowp de grace. . . 

Sick to death, she was brought from Caen, where 
she had wished to play and earn bread, to Pans, 
where she died a few 'days afterwards. 

When I read of her sad decease, I remembered 
with deep emotion those days of splendour when 
the great artiste stood in her zenith, which I was 
fortunate enough to witness. 

And alongside Marie Dorval— her peer, PrddAic 
Lemaitre ! He reminded me sadly of my idol. 
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Ludwig Devnent Only Lemoitro was m the very 
prune of hia life nnd art — “hifl voice Bounded like a 
hell — whilst I had left the artiste Ludwig Bevrieut 
tt dying rum m Berlin 

Lomattro s Marat was a gruesome performanoe, 
in its peculiar combination of blood thirstinesB and 
sensuous desire in his passion for Charlotte Corday 
In the ** Two Galley Slaves/’ Lemaltre played the 
monster strikingly like Ludwig Devnent, although 
the two artistes never saw one another play Both 
infuBod shudder and awe by their very appearance 
when they came on the stage in the background 
dunng the playing of the mystenously qnnvenng, 
muffled, molodmmatio music — their form broken, 
thoir wild convict’s physiognomy onframod by long 
diaUoYcUed hair and shaggy beard, thoir roatloss, 
waudonng eyes burning dangeronsly hko a wild beast 
that IS in search of its proy at nigbt-timo Anxiously 
looking about thorn, thoy slowly crept forward to tho 
foreground as if on tiger’s paws so that I always 

felt a cold shivor como over mo. 

In "Manno Fnlcno,” licmnltro, ManoDorval, and 
Ligier, who was called Talma’s worthiest successor 
in Uoro-rofrt, were a splendid nrlialc-tno Awful 
and thrilling was Iho effect produced by tho Bcono 
when LcranUrc — tortured on tho rack for his 
bdthlv to tho Dogo ot Venice — with difficulty 
drags his broken nud tortured limbs over tho stage 
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to take Ills last toucliing farewell of Marino Falerio, 
and tlien to mount tlie scaffold with him. . . . Then 
my heart stood still, and a convulsive sobbing was 
heard over the whole house. 

In a truly grand style Lemaitre embodied the 
strength of a lofty will over the poor broken body. 
Physical pain quivered in bis features, m all his 
members, but his eyes shone in an almost unearthly 
enthusiasm — to die the death for his conviction. 

One of his most successful rdles was that of 
Eobert Macaire in the horror-piece in vogue at that 
time. Lemaitre was 25 when be played Eobert 
Macaire in Pans for the first time, and played the 
part as the author had traced out for him the 
character of this hideous but somewhat tiresome 
villain. The play and Lemaitre made a terrible 
fiasco on the first evening But so soon as the 
second evening the clever artiste had entirely from 
his own resources created quite a different Eobert 
Macaire — an almost comical representation of a 
blackleg — and Lemaitre and the play from that 
hour met with the most brilliant success. His 
Eobert Macaire became typical for Pans — as after- 
wards his Gambler in the sensational play “ Thirty 
Years of a Gambler’s Life,” bis “ Pans Ragpicker/' 
his “ Buffoon,” his ” Bean,” and his “ Buy Bias.” 
Concerning this role, the author of “ Buy Bias,” 
Yictor Hugo, after the first performance wrote in 
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the preface to the printed play m his pathetic way 
** For Monsieur Fr^deno Jjemaltre the evening of 
the 8th NoTembor iras not a performance, but a 
glorification 1 ” 

Lemaltro’s “ Vnntnn,' by Balzao, became famous 
owing to hiB splendid impersonation and parody of 
King Louis Philippe — wherefore the piece was pro 
hibitod after the very first representation 

Frddfoo Lomoltre, bom in Constantinople in 
1798, of French comedians, and in his youth rope 
dancer and figurant, was an able, onginal, and 
natumhstio represonter of men, with the most 
bnlliant physical means, the most illnstrious hero 
in tho plays of the modem romanoista, Yiotor 
Hugo and Alomndro Dumas Tho representation 
of groat historical obaractors, particularly in tho 
classic tragedy, was not within tho sphere of his 
tnlont 'For that reason ho could not tako root on 
tho ’jCMutre Ho was most successful on 

tho stage m tho mprosontntion of low chametors, 
criminals, and wretches 

As to his private character, Lemnitro was known 
in Pans as a roue and cynic, who understood to 
press his “ directors * like auriferous lemons, nnd 
then squandered tho gold with both hands for his 
costly passions—woraon, wine, cards 1 Ho hied 
fast indeed I Just as bis gold disappeared, so also 
vanished hia brilliant artislio means — alas, too fast I 
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But it IS remarkable that he preserved the favour of 
the Parisians, even when he had become old, lost 
his teeth and voice, whenever he re-appeared on the 
Pans stage — a grand rum ^ after all kinds of 
comedian-trips and manager-changing. Yes, even 
hoary Lemaitre still produced his grand effect 
by the demoniacal fire of his eyes and his ever- 
true play of countenance and gestures. 

But when cruel old age and a dreadful disease — 
the incurable cancer of the tongue — threw Lemaitre 
upon his death-bed, then the direst need of life 
stood for many weeks gnawing at his couch. In 
order to guard the old master, who once had so 
vigorously plagued his colleagues and the public by 
his caprices, from starvation, the first actors and 
singers and dramatic authors formed themselves into 
a committee to give a performance for the benefit of 
Pr^d4nc Lemaitre. But shortly before that, death 
called him away Lemaitre died on the 26th January, 
1876. 

The Parisian artistes prepared a brilliant funeral 
for the dead master. Paure and Buprez and the 
other first singers and songstresses sang at the 
mass read over his coflln, and Yictor Hugo pro- 
nounced these proud words at his grave : 

“ . . . I salute in this grave the greatest actor 
of our century, perhaps the most remarkable of 
histrionic artistes of all times. There is, so to say. 
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a family of migtty and pecnlinr spirits who reheve 
each other, and who possess the pnnlego to reflect 
the great creations of poets for the multitude and 
to give them life and motion on the stage This 
glonons succession begins with Thespis, receives 
Eoscius in its ranLs, and through Talma reaches 
down to ns , Fr4d6no LemaStre has continned it in 
our century with bnlhant success He is the last 
of those great mimes according to time, the first if 
one considers his fame No actor has eqnalled him, 
beoanse none was able to equal him The other 
actors, his predecessors, represented hings, popes, 
genertds, what are called heroes, what are called the 
gods , but ho— thanks to the ago in which he was bom 
— was the people A more fruitful and subhmo em 

bodimont is impossible Because ho was the people, 
ho was the drama, ho has possessed all the virtues, 
the wlmlo power and all the gmcofulnoss of the 
people , ho has been ludomilablo, vigorous, pathotio, 
passionate, enchanting , like the people, ho was the 
tragedy and ho also was the comedy Hence his 
great power , for terror and pity are all the more 
tragic the more they are mingled with the biting 
human sarcasm Anstophanes supplies And what 
touches the multitude most profoundly is terror 
accompamed by laughter Fredfno Lcmaltro 
posses cd the twofold gift, for which reason ho was 
the greatest performer among the dramatic artistes 
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of his time. 1 To w ns the actor .sans He lias 

enjojed 111 ]iis art and in his time the greatest 
possible f.rininphs ,* defamation also was not spared 

him, which is the other form of triumph. He is 

• 

dead — a salute to his gr.ave ! "What is left of him 
to-dny? A genius here below, a soul there above. 
The gcuius of tlic actor IS a biightness which dies 
away; it only leaves a memory behind. The im- 
mortality which IS due to Holiere tlie poet does not 
ic'it upon Molierc the comedian. But, it may be 
said, the mcmoiy that wull survive Freddrio 
Loniaitrc will be a glorious one, he is destined to 
leave behind him on the summit of art a remem- 
brance unique m its W'a3^ I salute and thank 
Frederic Lemaitre I greet the peerless artiste ; I 
thank my true and lofty assistant upon my long 
career of struggle. Farewell, Frdd^ric Lemaitre I ” 
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